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POEMS. 


ON    A    PORTRAIT    OF    THE    BISHOP    OF 

ST.  ALBANS,  TAKEN  WITH  HIS  DOG 

SHEIRA. 

T  T  is  a  faithful  sketch  ! 

Our  Bishop  sitting  in  his  study  chair 
With  the  warm  sunshine  falling  on  his  hair, 
That  "  good  gray  head  "  on  which  the  hand  of  Time 
Hath  woven  gems  of  snow  and  hoary  rime. 
Beside  his  feet  his  favourite  Sheira  lies, 
The  collie  reared  'neath  Scotland's  bonnie  skies. 

The  casement  window  full 
Is  open  to  the  air,  and  flowers  do  show 
A  panoply  of  splendour  down  below, 
While  lulling  sounds  from  flitting  birds  and  bees 
Make  rapturous  music  falter  through  the  trees. 
All  whisper  peaceful  dreams  in  Nature's  lore 
Unto  the  heart  that  loves  her  more  and  more. 

A  book  is  in  his  hand  ! 
Perchance  a  volume  classical  and  quaint, — 
Perchance  the  life  of  martyr  or  of  saint — 
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Howe'er  it  be,  the  page  is  opened  wide 
In  the  firm  grasp  that  holds  it  either  side, 
A  mirthful  twinkle  round  the  scholar's  lips 
Steals  yet  a  march  on  age  and  time's  eclipse 

Dear  venerable  form, 
And  "good  gray  head  "  !  long  may'st  thou  live  to 

bless 
All  such  as  cling  to  thee  in  tenderness, 
Thine  own  who  hold  thee  dearest  here  below, 
Whose  lives  have  mixed  with  thine  in  joy  and  woe. 
Truly  a  shepherd  of  Christ's  flock  art  thou 
Whose  seal  Divine  is  graven  on  thy  brow  ! 

EARLY  SPRING  IN  LONDON. 

0  WEET  Spring  that  droppest  from  the  skies 

Crowned  with  a  sun  of  glory, 

1  see  a  thousand  myriad  dyes 

Bathe  deep  the  world  so  hoary. 

And  sudden  from  the  budding  trees 

A  murmur  born  of  gladness, 
Comes  like  the  sound  of  far-off  seas, 

Half  pleasure  and  half  sadness. 

And  in  the  time-worn  dusty  street, 

The  turmoil  of  the  city. 
Thou  glidest  on  thine  aerial  feet 

With  eyes  of  God-like  pity. 
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The  flower  girls  gather  thick  and  strong 
'Neath  baskets  heavy  laden, 

Within  each  blossom  lies  a  song 
Heard  by  the  town-bred  maiden. 

Beneath  the  monumental  stone 
The  arch  of  marble  beauty, 

The  gurgling  fountain  breathes  a  tone 
Of  love,  and  faith  and  duty  ! 

And  where  the  smoky  shadows  lie 
Thick  through  the  noisome  alley, 

One  meets  beneath  an  alien  sky 
The  lily  of  the  valley. 

There,  purely  white,  its  blossoms  shed 

From  out  their  leafy  cover, 
A  fond  remembrance  for  the  dead, 

Or,  fairy  gift  for  lover. 

"  O  buy,  O  buy  whate'er  you  will, 

Sweet  lilybells  or  pansy," 
A  maiden  calls, — and  calm  and  still 

Her  voice  wins  on  your  fancy. 

Sweet  Spring  !  the  grand  old  city  feels 
Your  blue  eyes  bend  above  her, 

Across  your  noble  front  she  steals 
Until  you  truly  love  her. 

And  glancing  idly  on  the  tide 
With  crested  waves  enfolden, 

The  stately  swans  swim  side  by  side 
On  through  the  lilies  golden, 
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And  past  historic  mansions  dim 

Half  hid  in  ivy  tresses, 
Where  fleeting  song-birds  fleet  and  sHm 

From  sylvan  tendernesses, 

Alight  on  turret,  dome  and  spire, 
From  haunted  lone  recesses, 

Swift  catching  from  the  sunset's  fire 
A  glow  of  soft  caresses. 

Great  Paul  booms  out  the  hour  of  ten, 

I  hear  his  voice  sonorous, 
Loud  mingling  with  the  march  of  men 

In  one  tumultuous  chorus  ! 

The  good  old  Abbey  firm  and  fast 

Stands  like  a  giant  bolden, 
What  victories  of  mind  have  passed 

Within  its  portals  olden. 

And  on  the  mighty  bridge  that  spans 
The  river  wide,  stupendous. 

One  marvels  at  the  work  of  man's 
Huge  force  and  power  tremendous  ! 

Sweet  Spring  that  lets  her  beauty  slip 

Upon  the  girlish  faces, 
That  pass  with  sunny  smile  on  lip 

And  dainty  wealth  of  graces. 

And  still  through  countless  ages  rolls 

Life's  folly  and  its  fashions, 
Its  precious  freight  of  human  souls 

Their  mysteries  and  passions  ! 
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Yet  once  again  Spring's  gladness  streams 

In  all  her  wonted  splendour, 
Filling  the  human  heart  with  dreams 

And  memories,  sweet  and  tender  1 

A  BEAUTIFUL  OLD  AGE. 

"  Serene  and  bright 
And  lovely  as  a  Lapland  night." 

Wordsworth. 

■r\EAR  placid  hands  ! 

Crossed  gently  now  in  calm  and  restful  life, 
Hands  that  have  known  their  share  of  toil  and 

strife. 
And  yet  have  faltered  not  in  youth  or  age 
To  give  both  help  and  comfort, — now,  a  page 
In  their  life's  history  is  turned,  and  they 
Are  folded  peacefully  at  close  of  day. 

Sweet  eyes  serene  ! 
Wi:h  light  of  heaven  reflected  in  their  beams, 
Crowned  with  an  aureole  of  far-off  dreams. 
Eyes  that  still  smile  and  smile,  and  weep  and  weep 
With  others'  joys  and  woes,  —Time  still  doth  keep 
Their  youthful  lustre,  yet  a  pensive  hue 
From  other  worlds  dwells  in  their  sunny  blue. 

Dear  silvery  hair  ! 
That  once  was  golden,  nay,  its  beauty  now 
Is  undisputed,  snows  that  veil  the  brow 
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With  purity's  soft  haze,  it  is  in  truth 
More  touching  than  the  rippUng  locks  of  youth, 
That  fluttered  in  the  sunshine  and  the  air 
And  caught  the  laughing  sunbeams'  feet  so  fair. 

Dear  heart,  still  young  ! 
As  true  hearts  are,  Time  cannot  touch  the  spring 
Th'  eternal  verdure  that  with  thee  doth  cling, 
Around  each  human  object  that  hath  need 
Of  pitying  kindness  in  word  or  deed. 
Dear  loving  heart  in  Life's  sweet  eventide 
But  brighter  for  the  fires  that  purified. 

Some  few  more  years 
A\'e  pray  be  thine,  for  those  who  love  thee  so, 
Who  hold  thee  dearest  of  the  dear  below, 
And  then  the  rapture  of  a  fairer  shore, 
The  meeting  of  thy  loved  ones  gone  before. 
Here,  beautiful  thine  age  serene  and  bright, 
There,  lovelier  than  the  poet's  Lapland  night  ! 

Lord  !  grant  that  I 
May  be  like  her,  a  virgin  lily  crowned, 
With  peace  and  hope  encircling  all  around, 
AVith  oil  of  joy  and  garments  of  pure  grace, 
A  fair  faint  shadow  of  the  Master's  face. 
Thy  lily,  Lord,  one  day  with  tender  love 
To  be  transplanted  to  the  realms  above  ! 
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TWIN    SOULS. 

"  But  thou  and  I  are  one  in  kind 

As  moulded  like  in  Nature's  mint, 
And  hill  and  wood  and  field  did  print 
The  same  sweet  forms  in  either  mind." 

Tennyson. 

'T^HERE  are  two  souls  who  seldom  meet, 

So  far  apart 
Their  lines  in  life,  and  yet  they  are 

True  friends  in  heart. 

One  moves  in  noble  rank — but  still 

A  woman  sweet, 
Who  holds  not  such  as  all  in  all 

On  earth  complete. 

A  good  Samaritan  who  sees 

Her  neighbour's  need, 

\Vho  from  her  place  looks  down  and  helps 
In  word  and  deed. 

No  greater  joy  has  she,  I  ween. 

Than  each  to  bless, 
There  is  no  limit  to  her  thoughts 

Of  tenderness. 

The  evening-time  is  drawing  near 

Her  footsteps  now, 
Bnt  she  has  caught  soft  lights  of  heaven 

Upon  her  brow. 
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The  poor,  the  helpless,  and  the  sad. 
With  stricken  breast, 

Cling  to  her  lovingly,  as  if 

Her  touch  brought  rest. 

Dear  saintly  woman,  loved  by  all, 
Who  long  hath  trod 

Life's  pathway — she,  our  Dora,  is 
The  gift  of  God  ! 

The  other  soul  of  whom  I  write 

Is  lowly  born, 
A  violet  in  a  shady  nook. 

Just  kissed  by  morn. 

She  fills  her  place  as  best  she  may 
"With  loving  zeal, 

A  woman  of  self-sacrifice 

Whose  faith  is  real ! 

In  friendship's  bonds  these  two  are  knit. 
Their  minds  are  one. 

The  selfsame  beauty  breathes  for  them 
In  flower  and  sun. 

Position's  gulf  seems  stranded  o'er 

By  outstretched  hands. 

Love  parts  the  icy  barrier  with 

Strong  arms  and  bands  ! 
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What  though  the  violet  Uves  and  moves 

In  paths  unknown, 
Save  by  the  few  who  love  and  shield 

Her  as  their  own. 

An  angel  with  soft  folded  wings, 

All  unaware, 
She  sits  beside  us — and  her  name 

On  earth  is  Clare  ! 

And  these  twin-souls  who  seldom  meet, 

Whose  lives  apart 
Are  often  sundered,  keep  for  aye 

True  friends  in  heart ! 

LUX   IN   TENEBRIS. 

n^HERE  are,  I  wist, 

Some  shadowy   nooks    within  this  world   of 
ours 
By  morning  beam  of  sunshine  seldom  kist. 
So  cold  and  cheerless  seem  their  days  and  hours, 
And  yet  through  stone  and  chink,  and  mire  and 

mart, 
God  gives  a  light  to  penetrate  each  heart. 

There  are  who  sit 
Within  that  self-same  shadow,  yet  they  take 

The  cup  of  sorrow  meekly,  as  is  fit 
They  thus  should  drink  it  for  the  dear  Lord's  sake  ; 
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Who  see  through  faith,  (though  tears  their  eyes 

enshroud), 
The  silver  hning  breaking  through  the  cloud. 

And  there  be  some 
Sweet  patient  souls  who  dwell  in  narrow  ways 

To  whom  the  pearl  of  health  doth  seldom  come. 
So  full  of  suffering  are  all  their  days  ; 

And  yet  within  them  burning  clear  and  bright 
A  voice  that  says  "  Behold  !  I  am  thy  light  ! " 

There  are,  I  ween. 
Some  hidden  corners  in  the  woods  and  lanes 
Unguessed  by  man,  for  thickly  by  a  screen 
Of  leafy  banners,  and  mute  summer  rains 
They  fail  our  vision — but  the  light  they  win 
In  the  green  silence  is  by  God  closed  in. 

But  it  is  there, 

Invisible  unto  the  human  eye 

Accustomed  to  the  sunshine  lying  fair 

In  undulating  waves  o'er  sea  and  sky. 

The  shades  of  evening  and  their  dying  rays 
Point  to  the  sun  who  lights  the  woodland  ways. 

No  perfect  song 
But  has  a  touch  of  sadness  in  its  strain. 

An  undercurrent  moving  swift  and  strong, 
That  takes  us  captive  o'er  and  o'er  again. 
No  lovely  picture  but  a  shade  of  night 
Was  blended  softly  to  throw  up  its  light. 
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So,  likewise  we 

In  thoroughfares  of  keen  perplexed  thought 
Glance  upwards,  till  our  souls  are  taught  to  see 

The  mingled  blessings  joy  and  grief  have  wrought 
In  our  lives'  patterns — then  we  know  that  love 
Wielded  both  lights  and  shadows  from  above  ! 

GRANNY'S    BOY. 

(little  kingslev.) 

T  T  E  has  wayward  tossing  curls 

And  a  mouth  of  sweetest  pearls, 
Oriental  in  their  hue. 
Dazzling  with  their  lustre  new  : 
And  his  laughter  breaks  in  words 
Like  the  twitterings  of  birds. 

He  has  eyes  so  brown  and  bright 
Full  of  innocence  and  light, 
With  long  lashes  sweeping  o'er 
Their  unfathomed  childish  lore. 
Oh  !  he  is  a  thing  of  joy. 
Strong  and  bonnie,  Granny's  boy  ! 

In  the  garden  running  wild 
He  is  Nature's  darling  child, 
And  the  butterflies  and  bees 
Try  their  winsome  way  to  please, 
Lighting  on  the  choicest  flowers 
To  attract  this  boy  of  ours. 
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Nought  he  teases  in  his  play, 

Nought  he  hurts  in  any  way, 

He  has  far  too  kind  a  heart 

In  such  pastime  to  take  part ; 

For  God's  creatures  great  and  small 

Granny's  boy  doth  love  them  all 

Granny,  with  her  snow-white  hair 
Beautiful  beyond  compare, 
Dearly  loves  him,  and  'tis  sweet 
In  her  ears  to  hear  his  feet 
Pattering  where'er  she  goes, 
He  a  rosebud,  she  a  rose  ! 

Kissing  lovingly  her  lips, 
Clinging  with  warm  finger-tips 
To  her  neck  all  tender  wise. 
As  she  bends  her  wistful  eyes 
On  the  dear  child  face  that  beams 
From  life's  floating  sea  of  dreams. 

When  the  evening  draweth  near 
He  will  ask  in  accents  clear, 
For  a  game  of  "  hide  and  seek  " 
Till  like  damask  glows  his  cheek  : 
But,  a  romp  in  the  old  hall 
Granny's  boy  loves  best  of  all. 

Chivalry  will  far  and  wide 
Flourish  where  child  hearts  abide 
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Where  the  gold  head  and  the  gray 
Mingle  brightly  day  by  day. 
Oh  !  the  world  is  full  of  joy 
When  it  loves  as  Granny's  boy  ! 

INCURABLE. 

T  N  the  calm  and  peaceful  valleys  comes  the  beau- 

tiful  bright  Spring, 
With  her  nodding  buds  and  blossoms  and  her  birds 
on  glancing  wing ; 

Drops  she  sudden  from  the  heavens  with  a  lovely 

radiance  sweet, 
The  sky  above  her  floating  hair  and  the  flowers 

beneath  her  feet. 

In  the  hospital  I  picture  where  I  lay  me  night  and 

day 
All  the  gladness  and  the  rapture  *in  this  fragrant 

month  of  May. 

Here  the  wheels  go  rushing  onward  and  the  street 

is  never  still. 
Oh  !  I  long  so  sad  and  sorely  for  a  cot  beside  the 

hill! 

Right  dearly  have  I  loved  the  Spring  with  its  regal 

wealth  of  sun, 
And  the  April  showers  and  rainbows  where  such 

radiant  colours  run. 
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And  the  young   lambs   in   the  meadows  that   go 

bounding  o'er  the  lea, 
Oh  !    I    have   loved   and   watched   them   for   the 

thoughts  they  brought  to  me. 

I  am  lying  here  in  London  and  my  own  are  far 

away, 
Many  thousand  miles  asunder,  yet  I  wonder  day  by 

day, 

If  they  think  of  me  and  miss  me  in  the  dear  old 

ingle  nook, 
Rocking  baby  in  her  cradle,   crooning  from  some 

fairy  book  ? 

Does  my  father  in  the  gloaming  when  he  drives  the 

cattle  home, 
AVish  his  little  maid  were  with  him  when  the  shades 

of  evening  come  ? 

Oh  !  I  see  him  looking  vainly  when  the  Sabbath 

morn  doth  rise 
Out    into  the  misty  headlands  with   his  true  and 

honest  eyes. 

Hand  in  hand  we  walked  together,  father's  eager 

little  maid, 
In  the  beauteous  summer  weather,  in  the  pleasant 

autumn  shade. 
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Still    I    hear  his  voice   ascending  in  the  chancel 

broad  and  dim, 
Joining  in  the  plaintive  cadence  of  the  dear  old 

evening  hymn  ! 

Mother,  father,  sisters,  brothers,  I  am  joining  you 

in  part, 
I  am  listening  in  the  silence,  but  I  hear  you  in  my 

heart. 

I   am  dying,    mother,   dearest,  yet  you  must  not 

grieve  for  me. 
For  a  blighted  little  blossom    dropping  from    its 

parent  tree. 

But  to  day  the  doctor  told  me  with  a  kind  hand  on 

my  brow. 
He  had  tried  his  best  to  cure  me,  but  that  nought 

could  save  me  now. 

So  many  weary  weeks  have  passed  since    in  the 

darkening  street 
The  big  dray  horses  knocked  me  down  and  crushed 

me  'neath  their  feet. 

Mother,  darling,  I  shall  never  see  the  flowers  bloom 

wild  again, 
I  am  stricken  down  with  sickness  and  with  long, 

long  hours  of  pain. 
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Though  the  nurse  is  good  and  gentle  and  doth  talk 

so  calm  and  wise, 
Yet  I  fain  would  have  yon    near  me,  there  are  none 

like  mother's  eyes  ! 

Oft  I  dream  that  you  are  holding  just  my  two 
hands  close  and  tight. 

As  you  used  when  I  was  little  in  the  starless  win- 
ter's night. 

Oh  !  I  dream  me  ever  daily  I  am  wandering  as  of 
old 

In  the  orchard  and  the  meadows  starred  with  but- 
tercups of  gold. 

There  I  pluck  the  pink-tipped  daisies,  pull  the 
fair  faint  cuckoo  flower, 

Twine  the  honeysuckle  gaily  round  about  our  gar- 
den bower. 

Dreaming  still,  I  see  the  wind-flower  blowing  down 

the  woodlands  cool, 
And  the  lovely  water-lily  floating  idly  on  the  pool. 

Oh  !  I  pine  me  for  the  roses,  crimson,  yellow,  sunny- 
eyed, 

Nestling  'neath  a  hundred  leaflets  dancing  gaily  in 
their  pride. 

Here,  I  never  see  a  primrose  nor  a  fairy  daffodil, 
Like  the  ones  that  grow  and  flourish  by  our  cottage 
near  the  hill. 
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Will  you  come  and  see  me,  mother,  only  once  before 

I  die  ? 
I  should  love  to  feel  your  kisses,   and   to  bid  you 

dear,  good-bye. 

Ere  I  travel  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  that 

doth  wait 
On  my  footsteps  struggling  upwards  to  the  shining 

Golden  Gate  ! 

Will  you  come  and  see  my  grave,  mother,  and  a  rosy 

garland  bring 
Just   to   crown   it   with   the   brightness    from   the 

coronal  of  spring  ? 

For,  may  be,  that  I  shall  feel  it,   on  my  still  and 

peaceful  breast, 
Where  the  noise  of  the  great  city  jars  not  on  its 

hard-won  rest. 

You  will  think  of  me,  my  mother,  yet  you  must  not 

sigh  or  weep. 
For  you  know  the  tender  Shepherd  folds  me  in  His 

arms  to  sleep  ! 

IN  THE  AVENUE. 

A     LOVELY  spot  in  summer  heat 
For  tired  brain  and  weary  feet 
To  wile  away  the  hours. 
Where  whispers  linger  on  the  breeze, 
Play  hide  and  seek  among  the  trees, 

c 
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And  multitudes  of  humming  bees 

Take  their  most  comfortable  ease 

Upon  the  sweet  wild  flowers. 

The  long  lake  through  the  avenue 
Reflects  the  heavens  so  deeply  blue, 

And  throws  a  sudden  gleam 
Across  the  lilies  as  they  grow 
And  flutter  idly  to  and  fro, 
Within  the  water's  tranquil  flow. 
Their  petals  whiter  than  the  snow, 

More  fair  than  earthly  dream  ! 

Within  the  distance  graze  the  deer, 
With  antlered  heads,  and  far  and  near, 

The  slender  fawns  at  play. 
Oh  !  beauteous  creatures  slim  and  fair, 
That  sportive  sniff  the  free  fresh  air, 
Unfettered  in  your  grassy  lair. 
May  cruel  huntsmen  never  dare 

To  harm  you  any  way. 

A  boat  is  drifting  on  the  lake, 
A  double  boat  it  seems  to  make. 

Slow  sailing  at  its  will. 
Oh  !  what  a  vision  of  delight 
Must  be  the  dawn  of  morning  bright,— 
The  moonlit  radiance  of  the  night 
That  bursts  upon  the  startled  sight, 

O'er  valley  and  o'er  hill. 
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And  sweet  the  pleasant  sense  of  rest 
The  whole  scene  stamps  upon  the  breast, 

Within  this  shadowy  place. 
Away  from  all  the  city's  din, 
One  marvels  that  a  thought  of  sin 
Should  from  the  heart  a  conquest  win. 
With  God  and  Nature  close  shut  in 

And  speaking  face  to  face  ! 

UNREST. 

"  Music  that  gentlier  on  the  spirit  lies 

Than  tir'd  eyelids  on  tir'd  e3'e?." — TENNYSON. 

C ING  me  a  song  to-night, 
Unearthly,  calm  and  bright. 
With  nothing  sad  to  mar  its  upward  strain. 

Open  the  casement  wide, 

Let  in  the  warm  sun  tide, 
The  gentle  murmur  of  the  slumb'rous  main. 

Touch  with  your  fingers  fair 

Some  dim  and  tranquil  air, 
That  like  a  spirit  seems  to  float  around, 

Carrying  upon  its  wings 

A  thought  of  better  things, 
Dreams  that  are  like  the  angels,  golden  crowned. 

Majestic,  full  and  long. 
Must  be  to-night  your  song. 
If  you  would  soothe  my  heart's  unquiet  rest. 

c  2 
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A  breathing  all  divine 
At  some  old  master's  shrine, 
To  linger  lovingly  within  my  breast. 

Sing  me  to  realms  away, 

Where  sunlight  crowns  the  day, 
And  prints  a  kiss  upon  the  mountain's  height ! 

Waft  me  where  Alpine  snows 

Glitter  'mid  roseate  glows. 
To  leave  a  radiance  ever  pure  and  bright ! 

Take  me  where  valleys  green 

Bask  in  a  silver  sheen. 
And  morning  wakes  in  bud  and  blossom  gay, 

Where  knots  of  happy  flowers 

Perfume  the  fleeting  hours. 
To  sleep  with  folded  heads  at  close  of  day. 

Then  on  where  billows  roar, 

And  dash  along  the  shore, 
In  foaming  curdles  and  in  thund'rous  might, 

Where  ocean  weeps  and  raves, 

In  rough  and  rolling  waves, 
That  fill  one  with  a  vague  and  fierce  delight. 

O  music,  thine  the  power 

To  quell  a  restless  hour, 
Oh  !  what  upon  this  earth  so  wond'rous  sweet 

Greatest  of  things  that  be. 

To  last  eternally, 
I  bow  me  down  before  thy  charmed  feet. 
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No  human  heart  can  be 

Untouched,  methinks,  by  thee, 
For,  like  some  holy  white-winged  angel  guest. 

To-night  thy  spirit  fair 

Hath  robbed  me  of  all  care, 
And  smoothed  away  a  sick  soul's  wide  unrest  ! 

FARINELLI'S  TRIUMPH. 

"  It  is  related  that  the  King  of  Spain,  Philip  V.,  was  once 
a  prey  to  profound  melancholy,  from  which  nothing  could 
arouse  him.  His  queen  one  day  bethought  her  of  Farinelli, 
the  greatest  singer  in  the  world  ;  Farinelli  was  accordingly 
sent  for,  and  his  marvellous  singing  was  such,  that  it  became 
the  means  of  arousing  the  king  from  the  apathy  into  which 
he  had  fallen," 

"\  17' HAT  voice  is  that  ? 

Methinks    some   angel    from   a   happier 
sphere 
Hath  come  to  gladden  me,  with  songs  that  bring 
My  heart  up  to  mine  eyes,  for  lo  !  a  tear 

Hath  fallen  down  from  Spain's  bewildered  King  ! 

That  song  how  sweet ! 
It  takes  me  back  to  childhood's  golden  clime, 

Ah  me  !   how  many  weary  days  have  crept 
Across  my  path  since  that  bright  sunny  time  : 

I  needs  must  weep  as  never  yet  I  wept. 

Sing  on,  sing  on. 
The  apathy  that  held  me  fast  is  gone, 

I  feel  once  more  a  man  with  will  to  speak 
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And  power  to  act ;  for  me  there  gleams  the  dawn 
Of  reason  in  a  mind  for  long  time  weak. 

That  sound  again  ! 
AMience  comes  it  ?  'tis  like  rivers  running  through 

A  sea  of  meads  where  flow'rets  bud  and  bloom, 
As  clear  as  sunlight  on  a  sky  of  blue 

That  holds  no  cloud  of  dark  prophetic  gloom. 

Sing  on,  sing  on, 
Sweet  singer,  for  'tis  passing  strange  once  more 

To  realise  my  kingly  state  and  crown. 
But  ah  !  that  regal  weight  hath  pressed  full  sore 

Until  I  longed  to  lay  the  sceptre  down. 

Pry  thee  sing  on. 
Oh  !  greatest  singer  of  the  world,  nor  stay 

Those  thrilling  tones  and  melting  notes  of  art, 
With  thoughts  ineffable  they  charm  away 

The  dark  forebodings  in  a  monarch's  heart. 

Prythee  sing  on. 
The  while  I  gaze  upon  thy  matchless  grace 

And  statuesque  repose,  the  brow  that  gleams 
And  crowns  the  perfect  grandeur  of  a  face, 

The  ideal  beauty  of  a  poet's  dreams. 

Sing  on,  sing  on. 
Thy  greatest  triumph  this,  to  know  a  King 

Hath  by  thy  magic  strains  won  back  his  might, 
And  by  a  voice  borne  on  an  angel's  wing, 

His  power  to  govern,  as  is  just  and  right. 
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But  He  who  gave 
Such  high  gifts  to  thee,  will  reward  thee  best, 

He  knows  the  yearnings  of  thine  artist's  soul, 
He  understands  the  song  but  half  expressed 

To  mortal  ears,  that  fail  to  catch  the  whole. 

Take  all  of  wealth 
And  earthly  honours  that  are  mine  to  give, 

Oh,  Farinelli  !  at  whose  master  touch 
My  soul  awakened  as  it  were  to  live, 

I  cannot  recompense  thee  over  much  ! 

LILIES. 

"  iMy  beloved  is  gone  down  into  his  garden — to  gather  lilies.'' 

Solomon's  Song. 

T3ESIDE  the  garden's  sunny  wall 

My  tall  white  lilies  rise, 
Whereon  the  sunbeams  love  to  fall 

From  far-off  orient  skies  ; 
And,  stainless  as  the  dazzling  snow. 
They  wave  their  blossoms  to  and  fro. 

I  watch  my  lilies  day  by  day 

Unfold  their  buds  of  white, 
And  dearest  in  the  garden  gay 

Are  these  my  flowers  of  light, 
All  radiantly  they  ever  dwell 
On  thoughts  and  prayers  invisible  ! 
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Their  odour  scatters  through  the  air 

A  soft  thanksgiving  psahn, 
In  which  I  fain  would  come  and  share 

Such  high  and  lofty  calm. 
My  grateful  lilies  !  that  do  give 
Their  fullest  every  day  they  Hve. 

What  purity  and  love  they  teach 

In  garments  without  spot, 
As  with  meek  looks  they  seem  to  reach 

Where  sorrow  cometh  not. 
My  virgin  lilies  fair  and  tall 
That  grow  beside  the  garden  wall. 

I  wonder  not  on  them  was  laid 

The  emblem  sweet  of  old, 
And  chosen  type  for  saintly  maid 

On  whom  the  manifold. 
Great  love  of  God  was  shower'd  upon, — 
The  maiden  meek  who  bore  God's  Son. 

Madonna-like  these  blossoms  speak 

Unto  each  human  breast. 
And  in  sad  hearts  with  anguish  weak 

Whisper  eternal  rest. 
Oh  !  pure  my  lilies,  blowing  sweet 
With  lifted  eyes  and  patient  feet. 

Within  the  garden  wilds  on  earth, 
Where  noisome  weeds  and  roots 

Choke  the  poor  flowers  that  spring  to  birth, 
Oh  !  spare  the  tender  shoots  ! 
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The  young,  young  lilies  of  the  land 

Who  need  the  Master's  strengthening  hand. 

Dear  Lord,  I  would  that  I  might  be 

Within  Thy  garden  ground, 
A  chaste  white  lily  grown  for  Thee 

And  hedged  all  safe  around. 
Oh  !  might  I  in  Thy  fields  divine 
With  Christ's  own  light  reflected  shine  ! 

GROWING  OLD. 

npHE  autumn  of  the  year  is  here 
And  through  the  windy  wold, 
A  voice  is  going  forth  that  says, 

"  The  year  is  growing  old." 
But  yet  on  high  a  sweet  bird  sings. 
And  to  the  heart  some  solace  brings. 

No  more  the  tender  leaves  of  May 
Move  trembling  in  the  breeze, 

For  clad  in  russet-brown  and  gold 
Stand  forth  the  forest  trees. 

Yet  from  the  earth  late  violets  rise 

Coloured  like  hope  in  children's  eyes. 

The  warm  breath  of  the  summer  morn. 

Its  level  falls  of  light. 
Come  now  no  more  o'er  meadow  grass 

Once  starred  with  daisies  bright. 
Yet  on  the  holly-bough  there  grows 
Berries  as  dear  as  summer  rose. 
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The  first  fresh  radiance  of  the  spring, 

The  beauty  of  its  noon 
Which  sets  in  autumn,  seems  too  fair 

To  fade  and  die  so  soon. 
Yet  underneath  the  dark  moist  earth 
The  buds  are  waiting  second  birth. 

Not  very  far  old  Winter  stands 
In  garments  grim  and  grey. 

With  hoary  locks  and  sceptre  dim 
Of  ice  which  wields  his  sway, 

Yet  bursting  from  his  chilly  snows 

He  brings  a  gift,  the  Christmas  rose  ! 

And  kindly  is  the  phantom  smile 
That  flickers  o'er  his  face. 

His  heart  is  full  of  kindly  warmth. 
His  welcome  breathes  in  grace, 

Doth  he  not  open  wide  the  door 

Of  human  hearts  in  rich  and  poor  ? 

My  joyous  spring  of  youth  is  past, 
Its  wealth  of  sunny  hours 

Are  gone  for  ever  !  they  have  died. 
As  die  the  spring's  dear  flowers. 

Yet  in  God's  sky  the  stars  still  shine, 

The  stars  of  love,  and  they  are  mine. 

The  fuller  life  of  summer,  too, 
Has  passed  away  and  fled. 
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Into  the  tract  of  Time's  wide  sea, 

The  sea  that  holds  the  dead, 
Yet  o'er  me  still  the  same  sun  gleams, 
And  keeps  for  me  my  summer  dreams. 

And  now  the  autumn  of  my  life, 

Its  tranquillising  light, 
Is  round  me,  but  I  do  not  fear 

The  dark  that  brings  the  night : 
For  fairer  than  the  silver  ray 
Of  yonder  moon  is  promised  Day  ! 

THE    RETURN    OF    SPRING. 

T   HEARD  a  clarion  voice  go  by 
The  brooding  mists  of  sea  and  sky. 

It  said,  "  Awake,  O  winds,  and  bring 
The  tarrying  glories  of  the  Spring." 

It  said  unto  the  waves  and  sea, 

"  Ring  out  your  chords  of  melody." 

It  whispered  to  the  feathered  throng, 
"Shout  forth  your  merriest  notes  in  song." 

And  to  the  sleeping  flowers,  "  Arise, 
And  blossom  sweetly  'neath  the  skies." 

The  wide  fields  yielded  forth  their  green, 
Where  long  the  ice-bound  frost  had  been. 

To  each  hill-side  and  sheltered  vale 
The  cuckoo  told  his  tender  tale. 
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And  from  the  trees  perpetual  ran 
The  message  of  God's  love  to  man 

The  limpid  waters  of  the  pool, 
Whereon  the  floating  lily  cool 

Lay  'twixt  green  leaves  half  hid  from  view, 
Looked  shyly  up  into  the  blue 

Of  matchless  beauty  overhead, 
That  smiled  upon  his  tranquil  bed. 

The  Spring,  all  garlanded  and  gay, 
Tripped  out  from  blooms  of  fragrant  may, 

And  like  a  maiden  crowned  with  flowers. 
She  stepped  coquettish,  bathed  in  showers  ; 

Upon  the  wind  her  tresses  bold 
Streamed  from  laburnum's  locks  of  gold ; 

And  through  all  distance  far  and  near 
Her  clarion  voice  fell  loud  and  clear. 

As,  shouting  out  in  tones  of  mirth. 

She  said,  "  Rejoice  once  more,  O  earth  ! 

For  from  on  high  God  sent  me  down, 
To  shine  on  country  and  o'er  town  !  " 

A    DREAM    OF    HOME. 

T  F  I  might  choose  my  dwelling-place,  I  only. 

It  should  be  far  away  where  uplands  rise, 
And  Nature  reigns  around  all  pure  and  lonely, 
And  yet  not  sad  beneath  her  sunlit  skies. 
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It  should  be  where  the  waving  forest  arches 
Meet  high  in  air  (as  kindred  spirits  meet), 

Where  the  sweet  music  of  a  thousand  larches 
Whisper  their  faint,  fair  songs  of  solace  sweet. 

I  know  the  spot  right  well ;  all  day  serenely 
The  glorious  hills  encircle  it  around, 

And  whitely  bloom  the  water-lilies  queenly 
AVith    God's    own    mystic    meaning   o'er   them 
crowned. 

The  busy  din  of  cities,  vast,  stupendous, 
The  fretful  jar  of  men  who  lose  their  soul 

In  gaining  money  by  a  force  tremendous. 
As  if  life  ended  at  so  poor  a  goal. 

Should  not  come  near  to  vex  me  with  its  sadness. 
But  this  dear  river,  at  its  "  own  sweet  will," 

Should  bring  to  me  its  message  of  pure  gladness. 
Its  lofty  watchword  to  go  "  onward  "  still  ! 

If  I  might  choose  !  within  these  sloping  meadows 
Where  nature  heals  the  spirit's  inner  moan, 

My  friends  should  walk  within  the  lovely  shadows. 
The  ones  who  love  me  for  myself  alone, 

Should  walk  beside  me  with  kind  arms  enfolden 
Round  me  by  reason  of  their  love  divine. 

And,  like  the  ancients  in  the  ages  olden, 

Should  worship  God  'neath  Nature's  leafy  shrine  ! 

Not  like  a  hermit  would  I  live  to  ponder. 

For  friendship  with  her  steady  torch  should  burn 
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Within    my    walls,  where    those    I    loved    should 
wander, 
And  to  whose  hearts  mine  own  would  gladly  turn. 

The  heart  must  crave  a  heart  to  rest  on  sweetly, 
The  soul,  a  soul,  to  feed  its  higher  fires, 

And  kindred  spirits  to  make  up  completely 
All  that  a  human  creature  most  desires  ! 

If  I  might  choose,  the  summer  should  reign  ever, 
A  peerless  bride  'mid  snowy  belts  of  flowers, 

And  winter,  robed  in  ice  and  snow,  should  never 
Come  to  displace  her  bright  voluptuous  hours. 

Myrtles  should  bloom  within  my  garden  closes, 
The  bee's  low  murmur  float  upon  the  air 

From  morn  till  eve,  and  the  soft-scented  roses 
Should  blow  for  ever  beautiful  and  fair. 

What  care  I  for  Society's  harsh  uses, 

The  cold  restraint,  the  feelings  tired  and  old  ? 

The  frigid  handshake,  and  the  fierce  abuses 
Of  souls  all  bartered  for  the  lust  of  gold  ? 

The  hollow  mask.  Frivolity's  last  fashion, 

The  life  without  an  aim  ?  the  careless  throng, 

Unheeding  of  the  tide  of  human  passion, 
The  undercurrent  moving  swift  and  strong  ? 

Away  !  away  !  all  these  Fd  fly  to-morrow 
If  I  might  choose  wherein  to  find  true  rest ; 

The  grand  old  hills  would  smile  away  my  sorrow. 
Keep  watch  and  ward  above  a  wearied  breast. 
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Sweet  Nature,  with  your  myriad  clieerful  changes, 
Your  waving  tresses  in  laburnum  trees, 

Your  stately  heathers  and  your  moated  granges. 
Your  rocky  coasts  and  your  tremendous  seas  ! 

Your  hoary  oaks,  the  aspen's  painful  quiver, 
The  river  grasses  that  my  spirit  hears 

Upon  the  reedy  banks  of  yonder  river. 
That  drowns  itself  in  jets  of  pearly  tears. 

I  care  not  for  the  world,  the  gorgeous  city 
That  lies  all  rotten  at  its  inmost  core, 

But  that  I  feel  within  a  deep,  deep  pity 

Of  what  must  be,  till  "time  shall  be  no  more." 

The  stillness  of  the  country  and  its  beauty, 
The  little  lives  that  burst  upon  our  sight, 

The  sense  of  peace  and  pleasant  round  of  duty — • 
All  these  sum  up  a  life  serenely  bright. 

If  I  might  choose  the  spot  where  I  would  solely 
Rest  with  a  sense  of  happiness  to  come. 

It  should  be  in  the  country  rapt  and  holy, 
A  spot  a  wearied  spirit  might  call — Home. 

CATHEDRAL  CHLMES. 

"  Bells — the  music  nighest  bordering  upon  heaven." 

C.  Lamm. 

"PAR  away  I  heard  them 

Through  the  tranquil  air, 
In  the  distance  pealing. 
Like  sweet  voices  stealing 
Through  a  world  so  fair. 
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Beautiful  and  wondrous 
Was  that  ringing  chime, 

In  the  twihght  dying, 

FalUng  softly,  sighing 
To  a  mystic  rhyme. 

All  was  still  around  me 

By  the  river  dim. 
As  I  stood  and  listened 
By  the  waves  that  glistened 

Round  its  utmost  rim. 

In  the  wind's  low  murmur 
Through  the  leafy  trees. 

Louder  came  the  measure 

Of  that  tuneful  pleasure, 
'Cross  the  sleeping  seas  ! 

Like  a  white-winged  angel, 
Down  from  starry  skies, 
Those  sweet  chimes  came  o'er  me, 
Upwards,  onward  bore  me 
Through  life's  mysteries. 

All  in  silver  shadows 

Lay  the  waters  wide, 
Through  the  meadows  gleaming 
Fitful  rays  went  streaming 

Idly  o'er  the  tide. 

Mingling  all  in  chorus, 
Bird  and  bell  and  bee, 
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All  the  earth  in  singing 
Joined  in  that  grand  ringing, 
Subtlest  melody  ! 

Till  my  soul  was  wakened 

I'o  a  higher  power, 
Life  seemed  not  so  dreary, 
Heart  and  brain  less  weary. 

For  that  calm,  bright  hour. 

Such  a  calm  as  angels, 

In  the  fields  above. 
Feel  with  untold  gladness. 
Ne'er  a  thought  of  sadness 

In  their  perfect  love. 

Far  away  I  heard  them, 

Beautiful  and  fair. 
In  the  distance  pealing, 
Like  sweet  voices  stealing 

Through  the  tranquil  air  ! 

FLOATING  FEATHER. 

T  T  E  was  a  little  riding-horse 

That  revelled  in  all  weather, 
So  sure  of  foot,  in  speed  so  famed 
We  called  him  "  Floating  Feather." 

His  glossy  coat  mocked  back  the  sun, 
It  shone  so  bright  and  golden, 

D 
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His  nostrils  they  were  thin  and  fine, 
His  pedigree  was  olden. 

He  scorned  the  whip,  the  spur  and  rein, 

Unrivalled  were  his  paces  ; 
Across  the  heather  and  the  hills 

He  showed  a  thousand  graces  ! 

His  eyes  were  beautiful  and  soft, 
Affection's  rays  were  gleaming 

In  their  dark  depths,  as  if  the  stars 
Had  come  there  and  lay  dreaming. 

Those  eyes,  they  took  you  captive  quite, 

A  something  almost  human 
Flashed  from  them  like  the  beauteous  light 

One  sees  in  gentle  woman  ! 

Oh  !  we  have  roamed  full  many  a  mile 
Through  vale,  up  hill  together  ; 

All  tireless  as  the  mountain  breeze, 
In  spite  of  wind  or  weather. 

On  through  the  air  like  to  a  bird, 

Or,  very  Atalanta, 
He's  borne  me  on  the  wildest  night 

With  gallop,  trot  and  canter. 

His  silky  mane  and  flowing  tail. 
Tossed  here  and  there  in  wonder. 

His  hoofs  re-echoing  far  and  wide 
Like  mimic  claps  of  thunder. 
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His  nostrils  sniffed  and  snorted  fire, 
And  full  of  satisfaction, 
•  He  seemed  to  know  we  all  admired 
And  loved  him  to  distraction. 

In  truth,  a  litde  steed  that  none 

Could  beat  in  any  weather, 
The  daintiest  spirit  creature  he : 

Well  named  a  floating  feather  ! 

Though  twenty  years  have  come  and  gone, 

Within  the  grassy  meadow, 
No  sign  of  age  doth  he  display. 

He  laughs  at  Time's  weird  shadow. 

He  comes  to  all  to  be  caressed 

And  rubs  his  nose  so  tender 
Upon  your  shoulder  just  to  show 

How  great  is  still  his  splendour  ! 

I  almost  think  "  Pegasus  "  dwells 

Within  this  steed  so  sprightly. 
He  must  have  sure  some  hidden  wings 

To  make  him  move  so  lightly. 

The  years  may  come,  the  years  may  go. 
Their  flight  he  fails  to  measure, 

He  canters  still  with  buoyant  step, 
As  if  it  were  a  pleasure. 

Then  wonder  not  the  fattest  oats 
And  sweetest  heads  of  clover 

D    2 
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Within  his  manger  you  shall  find 
Of  such  he  is  a  lover. 

Commingling  with  a  warm  soft  bed 
Of  straw  and  hay  together, 

For  where  on  earth  shall  mortal  find 
Another  Floating  Feather  ?  . 

THE  ORCHARD  OF  PALMS. 

"  By  the  lake  of  sweet  waters,  under  the  palms  of  the 
Orchard  of  Palms."— "  Ben-Hur." 

'HP HE  garden  land  of  Antioch, 

Beyond  compare, 
Is  beautiful  with  traiUng  vines 

In  clusters  fair, 

Which  yield  a  shade  to  passer-by 

And  grateful  rest 
From  gleaming  sun  and  noon-day  heat 

On  tired  breast. 

Past  melon-patches,  fig-tree  groves 

And  scented  Hme ; 
Where  oranges  and  lemons  thrive 

In  that  soft  clime. 

The  cedars  of  sweet  Lebanon 

Their  boughs  droop  down. 

The  traveller  can  their  heads  discern 
O'er  hill  and  town. 
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The  glorious  oak  and  sycamore, 
With  myrtle,  bay, 
"  Arbutus,  jessamine,  perfume 
The  air  each  day. 

And  through  the  slanting  sunlight  runs 

The  river  bright, 
Crowned  with  a  lustrous  pyramid 

Of  starry  light. 

And  ships  in  endless  motion  glide 

With  rarest  freight. 
Like  white  swans  floating  side  by  side 

In  regal  state  I 

Close  underfoot  the  tender  grass 

Of  vivid  green. 
Far  famed  in  Syria  throughout 

Each  varied  scene. 

The  Syrian  sky  in  hazy  warmth, 

O'er  land  and  sea, 
Scatters  a  thousand  purple  hues 

Unceasingly. 

Surpassing  beautiful  the  fields 

And  birds  of  song, 
That  warble  in  enchanted  groves 

The  whole  day  long. 

Through  sunny  gardens  where  the  spray 
Of  fountains  drip 
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Their  cooling  waters  on  the  ear 
And  brow  and  hp. 

The  orchard  of  the  spreading  pahns 

Opens  to  view, 
Magnificently  beneath  the  sky 

Of  Syrian  blue ! 

The  docile  camels  stoop  to  drink, 

With  bended  head. 
In  the  pellucid  lake  that  winds 

By  grassy  bed. 

Here  soars  the  palm  with  lofty  crest 
And  brave  and  bold, 

So  broad  of  branch,  so  wide  of  girth, 
And  years  untold. 

Each  branch  is  perfected  with  fronds 

Plumy  and  soft  : 
Wax-like  and  brilliant  high  they  stand 

And  wave  aloft  ! 

Heavy  with  luscious  dates,  they  drop 

Their  manna  sweet. 
Throwing  both  food  and  shelter  round 

The  traveller's  feet. 

What  magic  lingers  in  a  palm  ! 

The  Eastern  world 
Unfolds  before  one's  gaze,  as  flags 

With  awe  unfurled ! 
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"THE    MASTER    IS    COME    AND 
CALLETH    FOR   THEE." 

OOMETIMES  He  calls  for  thee 

In  life's  young  morning,  when  its  open- 
ing hours 
Are  flushed  with  gladness  as  the  summer  flowers, 
When  all  around  looks  beautiful  and  gay. 
And  pleasure  strews  thy  path  from  day  to  day. 
It  may  be  in  the  midst  of  such  to  thee 
The  Master  saith,  "  Arise  and  follow  Me  " 

Sometimes  He  calls  for  thee 
When  sorrow  comes,  and  sickness  unawares 
Brings  troublous  moments  and  unceasing  cares  ; 
He  bids  thee  learn  the  lesson  hard  in  part 
To  give  to  Him  the  dear  ones  of  thy  heart. 
He  bids  thee  bear  the  cross  for  His  loved  sake, 
The  cross  whose  weight  is  ofttimes  hard  to  take. 

Sometimes  He  calls  for  thee 
To  work  for  Him,  to  go  into  His  fields 
And  bind  the  sheaves  His  latter  harvest  yields  ; 
To  help  His  servants  that  go  forth  afar 
In  foreign  lands  beneath  the  tropic  star ; 
With  willing  hands  to  smooth  the  tangled  strife 
Through  paths  of  suffering  to  the  perfect  life. 

Sometimes  He  calls  for  thee 
With  "  still  small  voice  "  to  gather  to  thy  breast 
His  poor  lost  sheep  who  vainly  seek  for  rest ; 
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To  meekly  follow  where  His  feet  have  trod 
The  thorny  furrows  that  lead  up  to  God  ; 
To  stretch  a  hand  where  aid  is  needed  most 
To  such  as  err  and  count  themselves  as  lost. 

Sometimes  He  calls  for  thee 
To  give  up  all  thy  earthly  dreams,  that  dim 
The  narrow  way  that  leads  at  last  to  Him  ; 
To  lose  and  suffer,  and  to  count  but  vain 
Earth's  passing  joys  to  heaven's  eternal  gain. 
It  may  be  in  the  silence  and  the  shade 
Thou  best  shalt  hear  His  voice,  "  Be  not  afraid  !  " 

Whene'er  it  be  He  calls. 
Oh  !  make  thou  ready,  do  not  tarry  long ; 
E'en  now  perchance  the  angels'  deathless  song 
Is  wafted  to  thee,  and  their  anthem  rolls 
Grandly  o'er  Christ's  redeemed  and  faithful  souls. 
Oh  !  may  His  last  sweet  call  speak  thus  to  thee, 
"  That  where  I  am,  there  shall  My  servant  be  !  " 

THE    ANGEL    OF    SUFFERING. 

T  N  the  calm  and  starry  heavens 

Sailed  the  moon  in  placid  grace, 
Downwards  looked  into  my  casement, 

Gently  stroked  my  weary  face. 
Wistfully  she  threw  her  shadow 

'Cross  my  bed  in  tender  wise. 
Lit  my  room  up  with  a  radiance 

Borrowed  from  fair  Paradise. 
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Weeks  and  months  so  long  and  dreary 

I  had  lain  upon  my  bed, 
Stricken  with  a  mortal  sickness, 

And  an  aching  heart  and  head. 
For  the  beauty  of  the  summer 

Was  to  me  an  idle  tale, 
Never  more  for  me  would  blossom 

The  sweet  lilies  of  the  vale. 
Never  more  the  sunny  meadows 

Decked  with  buttercups  of  gold. 
Where  the  trembling  wind  flower  bloometh 

With  her  blossoms  manifold. 
Never  more  the  voice  of  waters. 

And  the  beauty  of  their  song, 
Charm  my  spirit  into  gladness 

With  their  measure  deep  and  strong. 
For  the  heavy  hand  of  sickness 

Lay  upon  me  day  and  night, 
I  was  very  sad  and  weary. 

Longing  for  eternal  light. 
So  I  turned  me  on  the  pillow. 

Sighing,  "  Lord,  how  long,  how  long 
Will  it  be  until  Thy  summons 

Heals  and  makes  me  well  and  strong  ?  " 
When  I  heard  a  gentle  footstep 

And  the  fluttering  of  wings, 
And  a  shining  Angel  standing 

Meekly  from  the  King  of  kings  ! 
Very  sorrowful  His  features, 
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Very  sweet  His  brow  of  light, 
As  He  bent  His  eyes  upon  me 

In  the  silence  of  the  night. 
In  His  hand  He  held  a  chalice 

Dark  with  bitter  waters  rife, 
Wh.'ch  He  said  we  all  must  swallow 

Ere  we  gained  eternal  life. 
Round  the  rim  I  saw  engraven 

"  Not  My  will,  but  Thine  be  done," 
And  a  mystic  figure  bearing 

Semblance  to  God's  holy  Son. 
And  the  little  lambs  were  folded 

Closely  to  His  tender  breast. 
And  the  sheep  beside  the  Shepherd 

Turned  for  comfort  and  for  rest. 
At  the  bottom  of  the  goblet 

I  saw  clearly  there  revealed 
Two  white  wings  all  purely  gathered 

Lying  on  an  azure  field. 
"  They  are  thine,"  the  Angel  whispered, 

"  Thine  when  grief  and  pain  are  o'er 
They  will  bear  thy  spirit  upward 

Where  no  pain  shall  vex  thee  more. 
They  will  bear  thee  through  the  '  valley 

Of  the  shadow'  into  light. 
Far  away  from  earthly  sadness 

To  the  land  that  knows  no  night. 
But  the  dregs,  they  will  be  bitter. 

Oh  !  poor  suffering  child  below, 
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They  will  make  thine  eyelids  quiver 

With  their  draughts  of  deepest  woe. 
Meekly  bow  thy  head  and  suffer 

Though  thine  eyes  with  anguish  weep, 
Walk  beside  Christ  in  the  garden, 

Close  within  His  footsteps  keep. 
Fix  thy  gaze  in  mute  submission 

On  that  holy,  spotless  One, 
Who  hath  suffered  more  than  mortal 

Yet  hath  prayed  '  Thy  will  be  done.' 
In  our  pains  He  hath  a  feeling. 

In  our  griefs  He  hath  a  part. 
Wilt  thou  then  not  suffer  gladly 

Though  it  pierce  thy  wayward  heart  ?  " 
As  He  spake  I  looked  upon  Him, 

Till  I  thought  that  I  could  trace 
In  those  pure,  unselfish  features 

Glimpses  of  a  Christ-like  face  ! 
Had  He  come,  my  loving  Saviour, 

To  His  suffering  child  to  bring 
This  sweet  message  from  my  Father, 

"Perfected  through  suffering?" 
As  I  looked  the  truth  flashed  through  me. 

And  I  murmured  o'er  and  o'er, 
"  It  is  He  !  the  risen  Saviour, 

I  will  never  doubt  Him  more  !  " 
I  could  see  the  cruel  thorn  pricks 

On  th'  uplifted  brow  so  meek. 
Till  my  soul  was  pierced  with  sorrow 
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With  the  love  it  could  not  speak. 
Then  I  knew  my  Saviour  truly 

By  His  wounded  hands  and  feet, 
By  His  untold  look  of  yearning 

And  His  accents  calm  and  sweet. 
Saying,  "  Thou  art  sick  and  weary, 

I  was  weary,  too,  and  faint, 
And  my  heart  was  broken  daily 

With  a  grief  no  words  can  paint. 
For  the  whole  world  mocked  My  anguish, 

None  had  sorrow  like  to  Mine, 
But  I  bore  it  uncomplaining 

For  the  sake  of  souls  like  thine. 
I,  thy  crucified  Redeemer, 

Hung  upon  th'  accursed  tree, 
For  the  love  I  bore  My  people 

Who  felt  only  scorn  for  Me  ! 
Oh  !  beloved  child,  the  Father 

Chastens  those  He  loveth  best. 
Though  His  ways  seem  oft  mysterious 

Fraught  with  trouble  and  unrest. 
Wilt  thou  shrink  to  drink  the  waters 

Of  the  cup  I  hold  to  thee  ? 
Well  I  know  the  dregs  are  bitter. 

Yet  I  bid  thee  drink  to  Me. 
Thou  shalt  share  with  Me  My  glory, 

Never  any  toil  or  strife 
Shall  thy  spirit  know  hereafter 

In  the  true  and  better  life 


POEMS.  45 

Through  the  '  valley  of  the  shadow,' 

That  thy  trembling  soul  alarms, 
Thou  shalt  see  the  great  Physician 

Underneath  the  spreading  palms  ! 
And  thy  feet  shall  rush  to  meet  Him, 

Through  the  azure  of  the  sky  ; 
Thou  shalt  know  Him  from  all  others 

By  His  look  of  majesty. 
So  I  bid  thee  drink  the  waters 

Of  the  cup  I  hold  to  thee. 
Great  thy  joy  to  hear  hereafter, 

•  Thou  hast  done  it  unto  Me  ! '" 


LAST   DAYS. 

C\^  !  sorrowful  and  sweet 
^^^   Are  these  last  days  of  summer  that  do  bring 
A  dim  foreboding  on  their  passing  wing. 
For  never  more  this  year  will  flood  the  hills 
In  eddying  waves  of  light — nor  touch  the  rills 
With  dazzling  sunbeam  or  with  lightning  glow. 
And  tender  song  of  birds  whose  notes  still  flow, 
Most  sorrowful  and  sweet. 

Oh  !  sorrowful  and  sweet 
This  murmur  from  a  sea  whose  rock-bound  caves 
Look  down  with  horror  on  the  silent  graves. 
That  keep  perpetual  secret  of  the  souls 
That  rest  below,  where  ocean  grandly  rolls. 
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The  dashing  foam,  the  spray-encircled  main 
Whisper  unceasingly  their  sad  refrain, 
Oh  !  sorrowful,  yet  sweet. 

Oh  !  sorrowful  and  sweet 
Are  these  last  days,  these  hours  of  thine  and  mine 
All  gathered  up  and  laid  at  friendship's  shrine, 
The  noon  of  joy  once  foaming  as  a  cup 
Of  sparkling  wine,  now  drank  for  ever  up. 
The  farewell  eve  with  scarce  a  star  between 
To  point  the  way  where  happiness  hath  been. 

Most  sorrowful  yet  sweet. 

Oh  !  sorrowful  and  sweet, 
More  transient  than  the  clouds  that  onward  pass 
And  throw  their  lengthening  shadows  on  the  grass, 
Are  all  frail  joys  of  earth,  the  passion-flowers 
That  bind  these  bleeding  brows  and  hearts  of  ours. 
Yet  tenderly  fair  memory,  with  soft  rays, 
Toucheth  to  life  again  these  dear  last  days, 

So  sorrowful  yet  sweet ! 

TO  A  STUDENT. 

r\  STUDENT  with  the  classic  brow 
^"^^   Filled  overfull  with  ancient  lore, 
Shut  up  your  books,  put  pens  away. 
And  do  not  study  anymore. 

Tis  such  a  glorious  summer  day. 
No  cloud  upon  the  azure  sky. 
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A  perfect  radius  of  light 

Upon  the  earth  and  sea  doth  He. 

Come  out  upon  the  hill-side,  then, 
The  perfumed  wind  upon  your  cheek 

Shall  make  you  strong,  refill  your  brain 
With  healthy  ozone,  so  to  speak. 

For  once  let  freedom  be  your  guide, 
Unshackled  by  a  wandering  look 

Of  passionate  longing  for  the  sight 
Of  printed  page,  or,  ponderous  book. 

Or,  if  it  be  that  you  iniist  learn 

Let  Nature  teach  you  what  is  wise, 

Look  on  her  trees  and  waving  woods. 
The  solemn  stillness  of  her  skies. 

Let  not  your  eyes  with  lighted  fires 
From  high  Olympus  glower  down 

On  us  poor  mortals  that  are  tied 
To  noisy  street  and  smoky  town. 

But  from  the  mountains  of  the  gods 
Descend  with  footstep  fast  and  free. 

Yet  bring  us  if  you  will  a  tale 
From  off  the  shores  of  Arcady  ! 

With  flute  and  harp  and  flageolet 
We'll  sing  you  many  a  festive  lay, 

And  you  will  join  our  merry  throng 
And  turn  from  scholar  grave  to  gay. 
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The  wheat  is  Hke  a  sheet  of  gold 
All  ready  for  the  reaper's  hand, 

The  meadows  green  with  greenest  grass, 
The  river,  beautiful  and  grand. 

Sure  !  Pan  might  pipe  a  dulcet  tune, 
There  are  so  many  reeds  to  make 

A  magic  music  quaint  and  soft 
And  olden  memories  to  wake. 

And  in  and  out  the  tangled  wood 
A  dryad  or  a  faun  might  run. 

Unknown  to  mortals  it  is  true, 
And  yet  revealed  perhaps  to  one. 

So,  student  with  the  classic  brow, 

Come  quit  your  books,  and  take  a  sip 

From  Nature's  nectar,  let  it  touch 
The  curved  lines  around  your  lip. 

The  gods  have  had  you  long  enough. 
To  Pallas  you  must  bid  adieu. 

Come  down  to  us  and  let  us  look 

For  one  brief  month  once  more  on  you. 

Your  Plutarch  and  Euripides, 

With  similar  books  of  bygone  date, 

Horace  and  Ovid,  and  a  host 
Of  others  equally  as  great ; 

Abandon  them  awhile,  and  bid 
Farewell  to  sweet  Athenae's  shrine. 

And  from  the  city  of  the  gods 

Depart  in  peace,  nor  fret,  nor  pine. 
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Ere  you  should  meet  with  further  pHght 
And  fickle  Cupid  with  his  dart 

Should  take  a  random  aim  and  plant  ' 
The  fatal  arrow  in  your  heart ! 

Your  academic  gown  put  off 
Exchange  it  for  a  suit  of  grey, 

Come  revel  by  the  rippling  brooks 
And  throw  scholastic  cares  away. 

Forget  the  college  and  the  dons, 

The  world  of  school,  each  striving  brain 

That  seeks  for  knowledge,  let  them  pass 
And  be  a  careless  boy  again. 

Forget  the  toil,  the  grief,  the  strife. 
The  battle  for  an  honoured  name. 

The  hollowness  of  earthly  pomp, 

The  goal  that  leads  through  tears  to  fame. 

Dear  student  !  with  your  classic  brow- 
Filled  overfull  with  ancient  lore. 

Shut  up  your  books,  put  pens  away 
And  do  not  study  anymore  ! 

FALLING     LEAVES. 

"  We  all  do  fade  as  a  leaf." 

T  N  the  quiet  dreamy  woodlands  where  the  shadows 

love  to  creep, 
And  the  rivulet's  low  murmur  sighs  like  to  a  soul  in 

sleep 
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Comes  a  message  somewhat  gloomy,  yet  withal  in 

tender  wise, 
From  the  mansions  of  the  old  year  from  the  lattice 

of  the  skies. 

And  the  leaves  are  softly  falling,  falling  softly  one 

by  one. 
Flaming  like  bright  crimson  trophies  color'd  by  th' 

impassioned  sun  ; 
(lorgeous  hues  all  richly  woven  in  a  royal  carpet 

sweet 
Spread  for  beauty  and  for  pasture  for  the  fairies' 

spirit  feet ! 

But  the  prophet  he  sings  truly  when  he  says  like  to 

a  leaf, 
We  do  fade  beneath  the  burden  of  each  transient 

human  grief, 
In  life's  springtime  all  is  gladness,  as  the  leaf  upon 

the  tree. 
We  do  dance  through  childhood  gaily  with  a  gesture 

merrily. 

Then  the  summer's  fair  meridian  of  a  mellow  teem- 
ing age 

Crowns  with  sunny  fruit  and  blossom  Nature's 
golden  heritage, 

O  the  glorious  summer  beauties,  decking  earth  with 
radiant  flowers, 

O  the  grand  majestic  beauties  hidden  in  this  world 
of  ours. 
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But  the  autumn  with  its  rain-clouds  and  its  thunder 

tones  of  wrath, 
Blowing  from  the  chilly  mountains  and  the  ice  fields 

of  the  north, 
Comes  apace  and  takes  precedence  of  the  summer 

that  is  flown. 
Smites  the  leaves  with  fiery  fingers  with  a  fury  all 

its  own. 

O  the  surge  and  moan  of  winter  rushing  down  the 

grassy  lanes, 
O  the  sorrows  of  the  heavens  in  the  storm-clouds 

and  the  rains, 
Ere  the  winter  comes  with  snow  wreaths,  and  with 

diamond  crowns  that  fling 
Glistening  frost  drops  o'er  the  window,  jewels  from 

the  great  Ice  King  ! 

Fading,  falling  in  the  autumn  are  the  leaves  so  rosy 

red. 
Brown  and  golden,  each  a  symbol  of  a  life  forever 

fled. 
Radiantly  they  waved  in  springtime  with  a  soft  and 

balmy  breath, 
Through  all  seasons  fair  to  look  on,  beautiful  in 

life  and  death  ! 

So   may  we  like  autumn  leaflets  shed  a  pure  and 

holy  light. 
Round   humanity's   wide  pathway  brighter  for  the 

shades  of  night ; 

E  2 
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Beauteous  in  our  life's  young  morning,  in  its  noon 

and  evening  brief, 
Sanctified  by  joy  and  sorrow, — tliough  we  fade  as 

doth  a  leaf ! 


PRIMA    DONNA. 

T    ET  others  boast  their  singers  fine— 
Sims  Reeves  and  Mary  Davies, — 
I  know  a  greater  far  than  these 
A  little  '  vara  avis  ! ' 

She  equals  Santley's  purest  notes, 

Albani's  tuneful  measure, 
E'en  Titiens  cannot  vie  with  her 

Or  give  me  half  such  pleasure. 

For  me  she  sits  and  sings  all  day, 
A  song  that  none  can  capture, 

It  is  so  fairy-like  and  low. 
Yet,  full  of  careless  rapture. 

Then  can  you  wonder  that  my  heart 
Should  fondly  dote  upon  her, 

And  that  within  my  world  she  stands 
The  only  Prima  Donna  ! 

But  you  would  like  to  know  her  name, 
If  she  be  young  and  pretty  ? 

I  think  her  both,  but  jou  don't  know 
My  dainty  Persian  Kitty  ! 
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Such  eyes  she  has  of  golden  brown, 
As  if  the  sun  had  caught  them, 
'  Like  shining  lamps — as  if  some  sprite 
With  fire  had  made  and  wrought  them. 

And  then  what  singer  on  the  stage, 

Dressed  finely  in  the  fashion, 
Can  rival  her  soft  velvet  fur 

And  gaze  of  wayward  passion  ? 

Or  own  a  footfall  half  as  light 
With  cushioned  feet  so  tender. 

And  little  ears  so  quaintly  set 
Upon  a  headpiece  slender. 

For  me  she  sings  with  ne'er  a  thought 

For  money  or  for  praises  : 
Oh  !  may  her  grave  when  she  doth  die 

Be  crowned  with  simple  daisies. 

Of  cats  she  is  the  cat  of  cats, 

The  "  Empress  "  is  her  title. 
But  hark  !  will  any  one  take  seats, 

She's  giving  a  recital ! ! 

ABANDONED    DREAMS. 

'"pHE  sunny  heights  and  golden  dreams 

That  light  the  path  of  fame 
Are  mine  no  more—  I  do  not  crave 
As  once  I  craved  a  name. 
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Ah  !  no,  those  spires  and  temples  shine 
For  other  brows  than  these  of  mine. 

The  sad  unrest  of  weary  hours 
And  thoughts  all  ill  expressed, 

Which  once  held  thraldom  sore  and  deep 
Within  mine  inmost  breast. 

Is  past,  and  now  a  summer  reign 

Of  peace  and  love  is  mine  again. 

The  fiery  blood  of  youth's  brief  day, 

Its  transient  joys  and  woes. 
That  quiver  at  each  fitful  breeze 

That  o'er  it  sweeps  and  blows. 
Now  in  the  tract  of  Time's  great  sea 
Sleep  quiet  till  eternity. 

I  ask  not  now  that  I  be  great 

In  learning,  as  of  yore. 
In  classic  art  or  ideal  grace, — 

That  beauteous  dream  is  o'er. 
I  only  pray  my  womanhood 
Be  crowned  by  being  pure  and  good. 

Nor  do  I  long,  as  most  have  longed, 

For  one  dear  life  to  bless 
Their  own  with  tenderest  human  ties. 

That  dream  of  loveliness 
Has  faded  like  the  mists  away ; 
For  such,  I  may  not,  dare  not,  pray. 
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For  now  a  wider  sphere  is  mine 

In  doing  all  I  can, 
To  bring  some  daily  kindnesses 

Into  the  heart  of  man  ; 
How  best  to  learn  to  serve  and  wait 
The  beggar  at  the  rich  man's  gate. 

So  fair  and  peaceful  flow  the  years, 

Like  some  pure  river  bright, 
^\'inding  serenely  to  the  deeps 

Of  love's  celestial  light. 
The  mountain  heights  seem  touched  with 

snow, 
The  valleys  keep  the  warm  soft  glow. 

Thus  calmly  as  the  setting  sun, 

Within  the  roseate  west, 
Sinks  peacefully  at  close  of  day, 

So  may  my  spirit  rest, — 
And  my  life's  sun  as  sweetly  glide 
Into  the  light  of  eventide  ! 

MILLICENT, 

"  Thou  cam'st  not  to  thy  place  by  accident  ; 
It  is  the  very  place  God  meant  for  thee," 

T  T  is  not  yours  to  wield  the  pen 

And  touch  with  fire  the  minds  of  men, 
To  colour  with  rich  rainbow  gleams 
The  world  wherein  fair  fancy  dreams  : 
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To  mould  in  form  the  thoughts  that  dwell 
Deep  in  the  soul  invisible. 

It  is  not  yours  to  sit  and  paint 
The  pictured  glory  of  the  saint, 
To  wander  in  the  halls  of  Art 
With  all  an  artist's  yearning  heart, 
To  charm  the  eye  with  visions  bright 
From  dazzling  fields  of  ideal  light. 

It  is  not  yours  to  find  a  voice 
Where  music  dwells,  and  doth  rejoice 
The  many  millions, —  nor  to  bring 
Melodious  echoes  when  you  sing. 
And  claim  the  memory  that  bounds 
The  senses  by  sweet  spirit  sounds. 

But  it  is  yours,  my  child,  to  be 
A  silent  song,  that  sings  to  me 
In  angels'  music  from  the  sphere 
Where  only  God  perchance  may  hear ; 
For  blinded  eyes  upon  this  earth 
See  not  the  wings  of  heavenly  birth  : 

And,  loving  Millicent  of  mine. 

Yours  is  the  priceless  gift  divine, 

To  minister  to  others'  needs 

In  holy  sacrament  of  deeds  ; 

To  shine  with  pure  and  steadfast  ray 

In  darkest  night  and  dullest  day  ; 
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To  tend  the  poor,  the  sick  and  sad, 

To  soothe  and  make  earth's  sufferers  glad. 

To  bless  and  comfort  and  sustain 

The  patient  lives  that  know  but  pain. 

O  this  is  yours  to  do — and  be 

An  angel  in  God's  ministry  ! 

To  listen  kindly  to  complamt, 
Hold  up  the  steps  of  those  who  faint. 
'Neath  rugged  step  and  tortuous  aisle 
Of  hearts  that  sicken  for  a  smile  : 
And  with  a  woman's  soft  caress 
Bestow  on  all  your  tenderness. 

To  nurse  the  children  pale  who  come 

From  crowded  street  and  city  home, 

With  poor  wan  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes 

And  agonizing  moans  and  cries 

To  lay  a  cooling  finger  tip 

On  feverish  brow  and  parched  lip. 

To  gather  from  the  outside  cold 
The  lambs  that  wander  from  the  fold, 
And  with  unerring  instinct  guide, 
Once  more  those  truants  to  the  side 
Of  the  Good  Shepherd  who  doth  speak 
In  gentlest  accents  to  the  weak. 

The  poet's  and  the  artist's  skill 
Have  their  great  mission  to  fulfil, 
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-But  YOURS  is  greater  (so  it  seems), 
Reality  instead  of  dreams  ! 
You  have  your  place  as  it  was  meant 
By  God,  and  not  by  accident ! 

TO    JOHN    GREENLEAF   WHITTIER. 

(the    QUAKER    POET.) 

"  I  would  the  great  world  grew  like  thee, 
In  reverence  and  in  charity." — Tennyson. 

T    LOVE  thee,  poet,  for  thou  art 

A  man  who  owns  a  ChristUke  heart, 
Who  sees  a  something  bright  and  good 
In  every  sect  of  brotherhood. 
I  love  thee  for  thy  tender  creed 
That  helps  a  brother  in  his  need. 

There  is  no  malice  in  thy  song 
But  smoothly  it  doth  wend  along, 
Like  the  pure  streamlet  and  the  rill 
That  music  make  at  their  own  will. 
Thy  stream  of  life,  exceeding  broad, 
Hath  its  own  joy  and  best  reward. 

In  spite  of  turbulence  and  noise, 
Li  this  our  world  of  doubtful  joys. 
No  tumult  of  politic  strife 
Saps  out  the  beauty  of  thy  life. 
Compassion  in  thy  accents  speak 
Protecting  love  to  poor  and  weak. 
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The  poet's  greatest  gift  to  thee 
Is  God's  dear  gift  of  charity  ; 
Thou  dost  no  word  of  scorn  let  fall 
On  others,  for  thou  lovest  all. 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity  all  stir 
My  heart's  sweet  poet,  Whittier ! 


THE    CHALLENGE. 

(Suggested  by  Sir  Edwin  Landseer's  famous  picture.) 

A     BEAUTEOUS  scene  and  winter  sketch 
Of  frost  and  snow, 
A  range  of  mountains  that  have  caught 
The  moon's  soft  glow. 

A  night  of  stars — a  starry  night 

Reflected  shines 
"Within  the  bosom  of  the  lake, 

Where  fallen  pines 

Lie  at  the  marge,  crushed  by  the  snow 

Of  sparkling  gems. 
That  glitter  in  the  silvery  light 

As  diadems. 

A  glorious  monarch  of  the  glen 

Stands  by  the  stream. 
With  antlered  head,  all  ghost-like,  as 

A  phantom  dream  ! 
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And  dripping  fast  with  water-drops 

He  waits  to  meet 
A  rival  stag,  who  parts  the  stream 

With  rapid  feet. 

He  gives  a  challenge  loud  and  long, 

A  shrill,  harsh  cry, 
That  breaks  upon  the  frozen  air 

And  frozen  sky  ! 

A  lovely  picture  !  charming  all 

Artistic  thought ; 
The  artist  has  the  poetry 

Of  action  caught. 

The  graceful  attitude  of  stag, 

His  shadow  slim 
Lying  athwart  the  crested  snow 

All  dark  and  dim  ; 

The  fallen  trees  beside  the  marge, 
And  mountains  high, 

Bathed  in  a  shimmering  Avhiteness  from 
The  moon-lit  sky, 

Are  perfectly  pourtrayed  by  one 

Who  loved  his  art. 
Who  put  a  soul  in  all  he  wrought 

And  poet's  heart ! 
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SIMS. 


T  T  E  cannot  boast  a  pedigree 

As  thoroughbred  as  it  might  be, 
And  yet  his  Persian  mother's  coat 
Is  of  itself  a  thing  of  note  ! 
Oh  !  full  of  frolic  and  of  whims 
Is  dear  old  Sims. 

He  has  a  splendid  fur,  I  ween, 
The  darkest  tabby  I  have  seen. 
With  markings  of  the  tiger  laid 
Alternately  in  light  and  shade. 
Gold  eyes  like  wine,  a  nut-brown  nose. 
And  inky  toes. 

He  thinks  a  bird  is  very  nice 
But  hardly  cares  to  look  at  mice, 
He  has  an  aristocratic  aim 
Of  pouncing  on  all  sorts  of  game  ! 
Brimful  of  mischief  and  of  whims 
Is  dainty  Sims. 

In  truth  he  is  a  dainty  cat, 
He  scorns  a  plump  and  well-fed  rat, 
And  walks  aside  with  nose  in  air, 
As  if  he  mocked  at  such  low  fare  ; 
He  hardly  cares  to  sniff  its  limbs, 
So  proud  is  Sims  ! 

Of  elevation  he  can  boast 
When  sitting  on  the  linen-post ! 
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For  that's  a  favourite  sport  to  climb 
The  garden's  pinnacle  sublime 
Oh  !  he's  a  creature  full  of  whims, 
My  frisky  Sims. 

Some  gentlemanly  traits  he  owns, 
He  never  quarrels  over  bones  ; 
Though  ofttimes  bones  with  him  I'll  pick 
He  only  gives  back  purr  and  lick. 
With  tact  his  nature  over-brims, 
So  wise  is  Sims  I 

They  say  cats  know  but  cupboard  love, 
But  that's  not  true,  I  dare  to  prove  ; 
No  thief  is  he — such  petty  pelf 
Is  far  removed  from  his  dear  self. 
Faithful  and  trustworthy  is  Sims, 
Though  full  of  whims. 

He  has  one  fault  (if  fault  it  be). 
He  cares  not  for  society  ; 
Of  strangers  he  is  very  shy. 
He  looks  at  them  with  half-shut  eye. 
And,  as  a  bird  that  from  us  skims, 
Away  flies  Sims. 

No  squaller  on  the  house-top  he, 
He  rests  at  night  most  peacefully 
By  "  Prima  Donna,"  in  the  hay. 
For  neither  turn  the  night  to  day. 
And  so  we  pardon  all  his  whims, 
For  he  is  Sims  ! 
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A  LITTLE  WORN-OUT  SHOE." 

T    AM  holding  in  my  fingers, 
^    By  the  fireside's  ruddy  glow, 
Something  which  is  worn  and  faded 
In  the  years  of  long  ago. 

'Tis  a  Httle  shoe  of  leather, 

Trodden  down  at  heel — and  yet, 

There  is  still  the  tiny  imprint 
Of  a  foot  I'll  ne'er  forget. 

And  a  hidden  sorrow  stealeth. 

And  a  grief  which  doth  not  speak 

Overwhelms  me  till  the  colour 
Dieth  out  of  lip  and  cheek. 

Once  again  two  blue  eyes  beameth 
And  a  hand  steals  into  mine. 

And  a  form  doth  nestle  closely 
In  its  tenderness  divine. 

And  a  childish  ring  of  laughter 
Wiles  away  my  grief  and  tears, 

Till  again  my  heart  seems  living 
In  those  pleasant  far-off  years. 

Seventeen  summers  long  have  flitted 
Over  bow'r  and  bird  and  tree, 
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Bringing  sunshine  and  a  gladness 
Over  everything  but  me  ! 

Seventeen  winters  cold  and  frosted 
Laid  their  snows  and  crystal  tears, 

Over  little  Eric's  tombstone, 

Moss-grown  by  the  damp  of  years. 

Ah  !  that  litde  shoe  recalleth 
All  the  joy  and  all  the  pain, 

Which  was  mine  to  store  and  garnish 
But  will  ne'er  be  mine  again. 

For  beneath  a  cross  of  marble, 
Purer  than  the  driven  snow. 

Little  Eric  sleeps  securely 

In  the  green  earth's  arms  below  ! 

'Bove  his  little  grave  bloom  roses, 
Jasmine  twineth  round  his  feet. 

And  a  tender  lily  foldeth 

All  the  air  in  fragrance  sweet. 

Long  I  love  to  linger  fondly 
By  the  fireside's  ruddy  glow, 

Gazing  on  that  shoe  all  faded 
In  the  years  of  long  ago  ! ! 
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IN  THE  PICTURE  GALLERY   AT  SOUTH 
KENSINGTON. 

PRIZE   POEM    CONTRIBUTED    TO    "GREAT 
THOUGHTS." 

"  A  room  hung  with  pictures  is  like  a  room  hung  wiili 
thoughts." — Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 

T   SxWV  before  me  forms  of  long  ago, 

Immortal  spirits  of  the  great  and  wise, 
Prolific  genius  flickering  to  and  fro 

From  hosts  of  radiant  eyes  ! 

Adovvn  the  corridor  slipped  ghostly  feet 
Of  bygone  ages,  and  the  dim  dark  light 
Gleamed  fitfully  around  me,  soft  and  sweet. 
As  in  an  autumn  night. 

Afar  the  city  traffic  rose  and  fell, 
Innumerable  murmurs  filled  the  air 
F'rom  rumbling  wheels,  and  the  cathedral  bell 
Struck  out  the  hour  for  prayer. 

I  saw  before  me  myriad  forms  of  men. 
Heroic  women  beauteous  in  their  pride. 
Statesmen  and  artiste,  sovereigns  of  the  pen. 
Each  hanging  side  by  side. 

And  one  I  loved  with  all  my  soul  was  there. 
The  greatest  writer  of  our  time  and  race, 
I  knew  at  once  'twixt  bands  of  folded  hair, 
George  Eliot's  noble  face  ! 
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That  broad  white  brow  so  full  of  living  thought, 
The  sweet  pathetic  eyes  that  seemed  to  scan 
With  larger  sight  than  ours  what  time  had  wrought 
Upon  the  heart  of  man. 

Upon  her  face  there  sat  the  seal  of  truth, 
The  loftiest  ideal  human  soul  can  reach, 
The  dream  of  beauty  and  perpetual  youth, 
All  that  true  worth  can  teach. 

Within  the  distance  towered  the  hills  of  Rome, 
Th'  immortal  city  that  was  once  so  fair, 
With  pinnacle  and  temple,  spire  and  dome, 
And  tesselated  stair  ! 

George  Eliot  !  great  in  wisdom  and  in  fame, 
I  stand  with  reverence  all  mute,  and  gaze 
Upon  the  crowned  lustre  round  thy  name. 
Above  poor  human  praise. 

Not  far  beyond  that  glorious  head  of  power 
Elizabeth  Browning  showed  a  smiling  face, 
That  drooped  like  to  a  withered  lily  flower, 
In  that  ghost-haunted  place. 

Too    weird-like    were    her    eyes    with    sweetness 

wrought, 
And  wan  ill-health  betrayed  her  painful  sway 
Upon  those  classic  brows  of  deepest  thought, 
Whereon  death's  finger  lay. 
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And  as  I  dwelt  upon  that  tender  mouth, 
Whereon  a  touch  of  transient  sorrow  hung, 
I  roamed  with  her  within  the  sunny  south. 

Where  her  great  songs  were  sung. 

And  farther  on,  mine  eyes  a  portrait  saw, 
A  man  that  Nature  hailed  as  her  true  son, 
I  looked  with  feelings  not  unmixed  with  awe 
Upon  that  gifted  one. 

The  poet  Wordsworth,  'mid  his  hills  and  streams 
He  loved  so  well,  all  peacefully  he  stood, 
And  saw  bright  visions,  dreamed  his  fairest  dreams 
Of  sacred  brotherhood  ! 

There  in  his  hand  the  pencilled  page  he  held. 
Whereon   some   thought    had   flashed    across   his 

mind ; 
Around,  the  mountain  breezes  sobbed  and  swelled, 
Like  bells  upon  the  wind  ! 

The  clear  blue  sky  above  him  opened  wide, 
O'er  his  bared  head  and  scanty  locks  of  snow. 
The  wild  flowers  that  he  loved  sprang  side  by  side, 
The  torrent  dashed  below. 

And  there  with  Nature  Wordsworth  ever  trod 
The  pleasant  paths  of  holiness  and  rest, 
Alone  with  Nature,  and  with  Nature's  God 
Locked  in  his  gentle  breast. 

Here,  Mary  Stuart's  fateful  beauty  gleamed 
From  a  recess, — a  garden  of  romance 

F  2 
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Dwelt  in  her  face,  as  if  she  fondly  dreamed 
Of  her  beloved  France  ! 

There,   poor   Nell   Gwynne,  of  whom  the  Merry 

King 
Made  much  of  in  his  gay  and  reckless  court ; 
She  looked  at  best  a  weak  and  giddy  thing, 
By  riches  sold  and  bought. 

And  Kemble  as  the  Prince  of  Denmark  shone  ; 
A  full-length  figure  in  majestic  guise, 
He  stood  in  princely  grandeur,  sad,  alone, 
With  madness  in  his  eyes  ! 

And  farther,  Scott,  with  deerhound  at  his  feet, 
Sat  reading,  in  his  chair,  the  covered  page 
Of  some  historic  novel  quaint  and  neat 
Now  handed  down  to  age. 

And  loyal  Nelson  showed  so  true  and  brave, 
Old  England's  hero  evermore  to  be, 
Who  knew  no  fear  of  an  untimely  grave. 
The  lion  of  the  sea  ! 

And  Elizabeth  Fry,  the  philanthropic  friend 
Who  trod  the  dim,  dark  prison  house,  and  came 
With  loving  words  and  mercy  without  end 
To  all  in  sin  and  shame. 

And  many  others  of  a  long  dead  past, 
Of  high-born  lineage  and  of  ancient  date, 
Were  pictured  in  those  galleries  dim  and  vast 
In  sweeping  robes  of  state. 
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Too  soon  the  day  was  ended  ;  twilight  spread 

Her  lilmy  veil  o'er  those  old  worlds  that  keep 

The  golden  sunset  Art  weaves  round  the  dead 

Of  consecrated  sleep ! 


AT  MY  FIRESIDE. 

"T^IS  midnight,  and  the  silent  shadows  creep 
Adown  the  stairs  and  through  the  old  oak 
hall; 
The  firelight,  its  bright  streamers  seem  to  keep 

Both  watch  and  ward  upon  the  wainscot  wall. 
Where  many  a  fair  picture  rests  serene — 

Faces  that  smiled  once  in  the  long  ago. 
Here  hangs  a  knight,  and  there  a  dainty  queen, 

And  here  a  lassie  that  I  used  to  know  ; 
A  landscape  by  some  gifted  hand  looks  down 

From  a  recess,  and  opposite  one  sees 
A  stretch  of  mountains  and  of  heather  brown, 

And  further  on  a  glimpse  of  tall  pine  trees. 
And  all  are  mirrored  in  the  flickering  light. 

And  from  the  canvas  look  as  they  must  start 
To  life  again,  this  cold,  calm  winter  night. 

And  nestle  closelier  down  unto  my  heart. 

I  sit  before  my  faithfullest  of  friends. 

The  fire  that  warms  me  with  a  fairy  glow  ; 

Each  burning  coal  a  cheery  aspect  bends 
Upon  me  as  I  see  old  faces  come  and  go, 
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And  memories  of  old  before  me  dance  ; 

From  tongues  of  flame  sweet  spirits  wander  by, 
And  on  my  old  sad  heart  look  down  and  glance 

With  gentlest  gaze,  as  from  some  far-off  sky. 
This  is  my  birthday  eve  ;  November's  gloom 

Would  seek  to  penetrate  its  ghostly  ire ; 
But  no,  warm-sheltered  is  the  cosy  room 

Where  I  sit  musing  by  my  faithful  fire. 

Last  year  my  dog  sat  with  me,  up  and  down 

His  kind  eyes  followed  all  my  thoughts,  I  ween. 
Affection  beamed  from  his  dear  eyes  of  brown. 

And  I  was  happy  'neath  that  gaze  serene. 
Childhood  to-night,  with  all  its  fleeting  fun 

And  love  of  play,  has  been  around  my  feet. 
And  childhood's  kisses  fallen  one  by  one 

Upon  my  brow,  and  I  have  felt  them  sweet. 
Aspiring  youth,  with  its  long  thoughts  of  fame. 

And  visions  of  the  future  rich  and  blest, 
Has  been  around  me  breathing  soft  my  name, 

And  waking  melody  within  my  breast ; 
And  the  kind  thought  of  age,  a  gentle  word 

And  tender  wish,  have  whispered  in  mine  ear, 
Till  o'er  my  soul  a  beauteous  dream  hath  stirred— 

A  dream  of  living  nobler  year  by  year  ! 

But  now  the  guests  are  gone.    The  house  is  still, 
Save  for  the  clock  that  peals  a  silvery  chime 

As  hours  glide  by,  and  midnight  creeps  at  will 
On  all  earth's  weariness  and  all  her  crime. 
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Yes  !  all  the  guests  have  vanished,  only  one 

Is  with  me  now  beside  the  glowing  grate, 
My  faithful  fire  that  thrills  me  like  a  sun, 

And  still  burns  on,  though  it  is  growing  late. 
Imagination  wakes  !     She  throws  her  veil 

Of  thinnest  gauze  no  mortal  eye  may  see, 
All  woven  of  the  moon  and  starlight  pale, 

And  flung  to-night  resistlessly  o'er  me  ! 

And  lofty  aspirations  come  and  rise, 

And  flitting  footsteps  tread  the  silent  hall ; 
The  mind  expands  and  shows  her  painted  skies, 

Fairer  than  those  that  hang  upon  the  wall. 
She  lends  me  wings — and  through  the  bolted 
doors 

And  well-turned  locks  she  flies  away  supreme. 
Through  all  and  everything  she  upward  soars 

To  bask  beneath  the  radiance  of  a  dream  ! 

Time,  with  a  gentle  touch,  hath  gently  laid 

A  kindly  finger  on  my  cheeks  and  brow, 
A  woman's  lot  is  mine — the  sun  and  shade 

Of  joy  and  grief  I  feel  hath  claimed  me  now. 
I  turn  from  what  I  am  and  seem  to-day 

To  what  I  was,  in  other  years  gone  past, 
And  "  auld  lang  syne  "  in  beautiful  array, 

Once  more  comes  back,  and  holds  me  firm 
and  fast. 
I  think  how  much  this  fire  resembles  life  : 

Faith  is  the  embers  with  their  steadfast  glow 
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The  golden  flames  are  Love  that  mounts  o'er 
strife  ; 

The  ashes,  our  dead  Hopes  that  earth  Hes  low  ; 
The  ruddy  sparks  are  Friendships  on  our  way, 

Lightening  the  toilsome  path,  and  making  sweet 
The  nooks  and  corners  where  the  shadows  lay, 

All  intertwined  round  worn  and  weary  feet. 

But  list  !  the  clock  strikes  three,  I  bid  good-night, 
And  on  my  fire  regretful  glances  bend, 

I  look  back  yearning  on  its  aspect  bright. 

And  own  in  truth  I  boast  one  constant  friend  ! 


TO     LITTLE     DEAR. 

A    NEW    year's    wish. 

A     GLAD  New  Year  !  with  what  a  mute  caress 
The  words  do  fall  as  here  I  whisper  low 
Lito  thine  ear  this  flood  of  tenderness 

That  seems  to  echo,  "  Sweet,  I  love  thee  so." 

A  glad  New  Year  !  a  peaceful  lot  be  thine, 
A  happy  household  in  a  world  of  strife, 

Thyself  the  ruling  priestess  of  a  shrine, 
Wherein  do  meet  the  mother  and  the  wife. 

Thy  little  Christ-child  lying  in  his  cot. 
With  sleepy  eye  and  days  of  restful  ease  ; 

How  blessed  and  happy  is  his  tranquil  lot, 
He  feels  no  pang  of  bygone  memories. 
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But  innocence,  her  halo  pure  and  fair, 
Encircles  him  with  aureole  of  light, 

Flickering  around  his  curls  of  sunny  hair, 
The  eye  of  faith  discerns  it  gleaming  bright 

Dear  child  !  I  think  of  One  in  days  gone  by, 
Who  had  no  place  on  earth  to  lay  His  head  ; 

Our  glorious  Saviour  who  came  down  from  high, 
A  manger  only  for  His  board  and  bed ! 

A  glad  New  Year  be  thine !  God  send  thee  health, 
A  happy  childhood,  beautiful  and  sweet ; 

Be  good  and  kind,  give  out  thy  heart's  true  wealth, 
Dance  into  life  with  joy  around  thy  feet. 

It  is  a  frosty  night,  and  calm  and  still. 

The  mystic  moon  dips  downward  her  soft  light, 

She  sails  in  radiant  beauty  o'er  the  hill, 

A  sovereign  queen  within  the  halls  of  night. 

A  glad  New  Year  !  I  hear  the  merry  peal 
Of  tuneful  bells  athwart  the  midnight  sky. 

"  Dear,  art  thou  listening  to  the  sounds  that  steal 
The  tears  up  from  the  heart  into  the  eye  ? " 

A  glad  New  Year  !  a  glad  New  Year  they  ring, 
I'hose  sweet,   sweet  bells  across   the   drifted 
snow ; 

My  heart  goes  with  them  and  to  thee  doth  sing 
Its  endless  "auld  lang  syne,"  "I  love  thee  so  !  " 
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DEAF  AND  DUMB. 

T  N  the  far  and  distant  country 

Where  the  willow-trees  o'erspread, 
And  in  murmurs  bend  to  whisper 
Messages  of  woe  o'erhead  ; 
Gently  swaying, 
Idly  playing, 
Rolls  the  river  o'er  its  bed. 

In  a  cottage  by  the  forest 

Lived  a  little  child  of  seven, 
Golden  were  her  ringlets,  shining 
Brightly  as  the  sun  in  heaven. 
Dreaming  gaily. 
Almost  daily  ; 
What  had  she  to  be  forgiven  ? 

You  would  look  at  her  and  wonder 

What  her  voice  was,  was  it  sweet  ? 
Were  her  accents  soft  and  tender 
As  the  echo  of  her  feet  ? 
Nought  of  riot 
Touched  her  quiet, 
She  was  always  trim  and  neat. 

Ever  wandering  in  the  forest, 
Silently  like  "  one  who  grieves," 

For  this  little  one  could  never 
Hear  the  fluttering  of  the  leaves. 
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Dumb  behold  her ! 
Yet  enfold  her 
Close  beneath  your  household  eaves. 

Deaf  her  ears  to  earth's  fair  beauty, 

Deaf  to  all  her  matin  song, 
Warbling  tenderly  around  her, 
Breathing  melody  among 
The  green  meadows 
Lapped  in  shadows. 
Lying  tranquil  all  day  long. 

Though  she  heard  not  she  could  see  all, 

For  the  good  God  gave  her  sight  : 
Sight  that  made  the  crimson  sunset 
Burn  with  mystery  more  bright 
Than  we  mortals 
At  heaven's  portals 
Catch  to  fill  our  souls  with  light. 

I  have  passed  her  in  the  woodlands 

Plucking  flowers  and  weaving  chains 
Of  the  buttercups  and  daisies, 
That  repaid  her  for  her  pains  ; 
Happy  maiden, 
So  love  laden. 
May  your  losses  turn  to  gains  ! 

In  the  autumn  fields  of  amber. 
Like  a  poppy  'mid  the  wheat. 
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In  her  little  scarlet  jacket 

With  a  hood  and  all  complete, 

I  have  wondered 

If  she  pondered 
On  the  harvest's  promise  sweet. 

Oh  !  methinks  those  leafy  covers 
Loved  this  little  one  right  well, 
For  she  was  so  sweet  and  gentle, 
Purer  than  the  lily  bell  ; 
In  the  gloaming 
Ofttimes  roaming, 
Like  some  spirit  o'er  the  dell. 

Lessons  we  might  come  and  gather 

Learn  from  her  content  and  peace. 
Sing  her  songs  caught  from  the  angels. 
Songs  that  falter  not  nor  cease. 
Nought  of  sadness 
Mar  our  gladness. 
But  with  love  each  day  increase. 

Much  you  teach  me,  little  maiden, 

And  your  smile  is  like  a  beam 
Of  the  sunshine  that  recalleth 
Many  a  long  thought  and  dream. 
Breathing  prayers 
All  unawares, 
Twixt  life's  dark  and  fitful  gleam. 
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Will  she  grow  up,  will  she  linger 
Still  a  child  ?  or  leave  a  smart 
In  the  bosom  of  her  mother 

If  sad  death  should  bid  them  part  ? 
God  the  holy, 
Christ  the  lowly. 
Shield  thee  wheresoe'er  thou  art ! 


BETWEEN    TWO    WORLDS. 

"  Betwixt  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star." 

A     TENDER  touch  athwart  the  sky, 
"^^         A  soft  sweet  light, 
Drawn  by  a  Spirit  Hand  that  parts 
The  day  from  night. 

A  dying  red,  a  faint  pink  hue — 

A  purple  shroud 
Strewn  round  the  setting  sun  that  drops 

'Neath  rolling  cloud. 

And  myriad  stars  creep  out  and  shine 

O'er  that  still  breast 
Of  vaulted  blue,  so  calm  and  deep 

In  tranquil  rest. 

A  hush,  a  silence  o'er  the  earth, 

A  look  divine, 
As  from  the  eyes  of  One  who  sees 

Farther  than  mine ! 
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A  visionary  dream  weaves  round 

My  listening  heart, 
Oh,  night !  how  wonderful  and  grand 

To  me  thou  art. 

Far  off  the  ripples  of  the  sea 

Break  on  the  sand, 
Most  musical  the  echoes  steal 

'Cross  sky  and  land. 

One  bird  is  warbling  loud  and  clear, 

The  nightingale 
Sings  to  the  moon  in  rapturous  notes 

Her  oft-told  tale. 

What  time  the  shadows  sweep  betwixt 

The  radiant  sky. 
She  loves  to  pour  her  liquid  tones 

In  one  low  sigh. 

Between  two  worlds  we  live  and  move 

Of  joy  and  woe, 
The  spirit  and  the  fleshly  school 

Whose  wavelets  flow, 

Adown  the  rugged  shores  of  Time 

Unto  the  goal 
That  lies  in  earthly  mists,  yet  guides 

The  struggling  soul. 

Two  worlds  !  the  unseen  and  the  seen, 
Like  day  and  night, 
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Parted  by  that  same  Hand  that  wields 
The  dark  and  light. 

Dear  God  !  who  giveth  each  and  all, — 

The  stars  and  sun, — 
Help  us  to  say,  through  storm  and  cloud, 

"  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 


FORGIVE    ME. 

"  Teach  us  to  love  and  to  forgive." 

T  F  I  have  grieved  you,  dear,  to  day, 

If  I  have  vexed  you  any  way, 
Oh  I  if  you  hope  for  highest,  heaven 
Forgive  as  you  would  be  forgiven. 

If  I  have  caused  a  tear  to  start 
rVom  the  sealed  fountains  of  the  heart, 
And  thoughtlessly  by  word  or  deed 
Passed  by  your  spirit's  inmost  need  ; 

If  I  have  wounded  you  full  sore 
I  crave  your  pardon  o'er  and  o'er, 
For  careless  speech  and  random  jest 
That  placed  the  arrow  in  your  breast. 

And  yet  you  know  for  old  love's  sake 
The  human  heart  long  time  will  ache. 
Much  to  forbear  in  thought  and  mind 
In  every  friendship  we  shall  find. 
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Each  morning  with  its  wealth  of  light, 
Each  evening  with  its  starry  night, 
The  passing  clouds  have  swept  to  clear 
The  mists  from  off  the  atmosphere. 

And  thus  the  skies  of  human  love 
Are  sometimes  dark  as  those  above, 
But  yet  we  know,  beyond,  the  light 
Is  shining  somewhere  out  of  sight. 

And  so  you  must  through  every  ill 
Believe  that  I  do  love  you  still, 
And  as  you  pray  for  God  and  heaven 
Forgive,  as  you  would  be  forgiven  ! 

A    VOICE    FROM    THE    CITY. 

"  To  me  the  meanest  flower  which  blows  can  gi\e 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears." 

Wordsworth. 

O  WEET  flowers  that  ever  wear  so  wan  a  dress 

Within  the  wild  woods  where  you  love  to  dwell, 
Hanging  your  heads  in  all  mute  loveliness, 
Fairer  than  words  can  tell. 

That  pale  pink  shadow  on  your  petals  white 

Doth  please  me  much,  its  colour  seems  to  start 
With  something  of  a  soft  celestial  light 

From  out  your  inmost  heart. 

All  lingeringly  I  gaze  upon  your  bloom. 

And  once  again  my  girlhood's  brightest  years 
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Steal  round  me  out  of  silence  and  of  gloom, 
And  faintly  falling  tears. 

Your  woodland  home  that  lies  so  far  away 

Is  dim  and  cool, — no  echo  from  the  street 
Sullies  your  freshness,  all  the  live-long  day 
You  dwell  in  silence  sweet. 

O  wind  flowers,  ever  sighing  to  the  breeze, 

Men  look  with  toil-worn  eyes  and  weary  brain 
Upon  your  lovely  heritage  'neath  trees — 
With  hearts  akin  to  pain. 

Here  in  the  city  pent  for  long,  long  hours 
The  little  children  sit  with  heavy  eyes. 
They  hardly  seem  to  know  a  world  of  flowers 
Bloom  under  happier  skies  ; 

Or,  if  they  do,  'tis  but  a  litde  while, 

Perchance  a  holiday  which  takes  them  down 
Into  the  quiet  country,  with  its  smile. 

Far  from  the  crowded  town. 

Poor  city  souls  !  how  sick  must  be  your  minds 

For  one  brief  glimpse  of  valleys  green  and  cool, 
For  cloudless  sunshine  and  for  sweeping  winds 
Across  some  limpid  pool. 

In  dreams  alone  those  visions  come  and  pass 

Of  autumn  fields  with  amber-tinted  corn, 
Of  breezy  uplands  and  of  meadow  grass 

Tinged  with  the  light  of  morn. 
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And   SO   frail   wind   flowers   trembling  'neath  the 
breath 
Of  noisome  smoke,  ye  little  know  ere  long 
Your  drooping  heads  will  sadly  close  in  death, 
To  leave  but  this  poor  song  ! 

THE    CLOSED    GATE. 

CONTRIBUTED    TO    "GREAT    THOUGHTS." 

"D  ROAD  the  terrace  is  and  stately, 
^   Arched  with  trees  on  either  side, 
Beauteous  elms  that  wave  sedately 
In  their  summer  leaves  of  pride  : 
But  the  entrance  gate  is  closed 
As  if  death  in  life  reposed. 

I  can  see  a  garden  lying 

In  the  distance  dim  and  fair, 

I  can  hear  the  breezes  sighing 
Melancholy  music  there. 

Old  worn  griffins,  stony-hearted, 

With  a  grin  sit  on  the  gate. 
Evil  forms  of  the  departed — 

Cold  and  grim  and  desolate. 

And  they  guard,  as  if  for  ever 

Those  unlifted  hinges  old, 
Staring  sentinels  that  never 

Will  their  mystery  unfold. 
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There  are  statues  in  the  shadows, 
In  gray  grandeur  standing  lone, 

Gazing  mutely  o'er  green  meadows 
Where  bright  buttercups  are  blown. 

And  through  peering  long  and  surely. 

Marble  fountains  I  can  see. 
Where  white  crystal  waters  purely 

Move  in  mystic  melody. 

Who  lives  there  beyond  the  gables 
Of  that  house  so  calm  and  still  ? 

Folks  do  speak  in  old  wives'  fables 
Of  that  house  below  the  hill. 

And  they  say  a  poor  mad  lady 

Paces  idly  on  the  walk. 
In  and  out  the  grottoes  shady 

With  a  strange  fantastic  talk. 

And  her  hair  is  downward  streaming, 

Unconfined  by  net  or  pin, 
Floating  with  the  wondrous  gleaming 

Of  the  gold  that  lies  within. 

And  her  eyes  have  all  the  sorrow 
Of  a  poor  dumb  creature's  pain, 

For  to  her  no  kind  to-morrow 
Brings  her  reason  back  again. 

G  2 
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I  have  lingered  in  the  gloaming 

But  I  never  heard  a  sound, 
Save  those  poor  tired  feet  a-roaming 

Lonely  o'er  the  garden  ground. 

All  unearthly  seems  the  stillness 

Brooding  over  every  thing, 
Like  a  place  where  heavy  sickness 

Hangs  a  dark  and  sable  wing  ! 

Fascination  leads  me  ihither, 

For  a  spell  about  is  cast 
Round  me  as  I  wander  hither 

Haunted  by  a  shadowy  past. 

But  I  light  not  on  the  lady 

Stricken  sorely  unto  death. 
In  that  garden  still  and  shady. 

Standing  with  susj^ended  breath. 

"  Never  see  her  ?     'Tis  a  story. 
And  a  myth,"  I  hear  you  say. 

Not  so,  friends ;  that  house  so  hoary 
Holds  the  truth  of  what  I  say  : 

Where  the  entrance  gate  is  closed 

As  if  Death  in  Life  reposed  ! 

THE  ANGEL  OF  HOPE. 

"  Hope  is  the  third  blossom  of  the  flower  of  Love,  the  gar- 
ment of  praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness." 


I 


HEARD  a  footstep  in  the  night, 
A  spirit  footstep  low  and  fair. 
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I  saw  a  vision  wondrous  bright 
Of  silver  wings  within  the  air  ! 

A  heavenly  visitant,  I  thought, 

To  rouse  me  from  despair  and  gloom 

And  as  I  gazed  I  faindy  caught 
A  radiant  form  within  the  room. 

And  then  a  voice  so  purely  sweet 
Fell  on  mine  ear  as  music's  strain, 

Or,  like  the  melody  of  wheat 
That  rustles  softly  after  rain. 

I  felt  a  hand  upon  my  head 

And  shadowy  eyes  looked  into  mine 

I  gazed  as  one  upon  the  dead 
Who  sees  the  human  yet  divine ! 

And  then  the  voice  so  beautiful 

Said  lovingly,  "  Look  up  and  trust : 

No  heart  for  ever  should  be  dull 
And,  worm-like,  grovel  in  the  dust. 

"  Look  up  and  hope,  the  twilight  hour 
Will  pass  away  and  morning  rise 

With  love  and  gladness,  for  the  flower 
Of  loving  kindness  never  dies. 

"The  heaviness  that  presses  close 

About  you  at  the  death  of  day 
Will,  like  the  beauty  of  a  rose. 

Burst  into  joy  with  morning's  ray. 
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"  Forget  your  griefs,  the  frets  that  rend 
(Or,  seem  to  rend)  your  heart  in  twain, 

The  bruised  reed  may  weakly  bend, 

God  makes  it  strong  and  straight  again ; 

"  And  somewhere  in  this  earthly  sphere 
Are  happy  souls  and  psalms  of  praise. 

And  somewhere  falls  the  burning  tear 
As  men  go  mourning  all  their  days. 

"  Go  smile  with  them  who  smile  to-day, 
Add  to  their  joy  your  widow's  mite, 

And  with  the  sorrowing  weep  and  pray. 
Oh  !  be  a  star  upon  their  night  !  " 

The  spirit  voice  that  seemed  to  cope 
With  all  my  selfish  griefs  and  gloom 

Ceased  suddenly, — the  Angel  Hope 
Had  lifted  into  peace  my  room. 

I  knew  her  by  the  lotus  leaf 

She  dropped,  as  heavenwards  in  her  flight 
She  winged  her  way,  and  lo  !  my  grief 

AVas  touched  as  by  a  rainbow  light ! 

EASTER. 

"  I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life." 

T  N  the  dawn  of  Easter  morning, 
When  the  shadows  pass  away. 
Shout  the  angels  downwards  leaning, 
"  Jesus  Christ  has  risen  to-day  ! 
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"  He  hath  snapped  death's  bonds  asunder, 

He  hath  vanquished  over  sin, 
He  hath  trampled  out  earth's  darkness 

And  hath  let  heaven's  daylight  in  ! 

"  Oh  !  ye  mourners  sad  and  lonely, 
Standing  in  the  cloistered  shade. 

Lift  your  eyes  up  to  the  Saviour, 
Hear  His  voice,  '  Be  not  afraid.' 

"  'Tis  the  resurrection  morning," 

And  the  promise  standeth  fast, 
In  the  glorious  hereafter. 

We  shall  rise  with  Him  at  last. 

With  the  angels'  song  of  triumph 
We  will  join  our  hymns  and  say, 

'  Honour,  glory,  might  and  blessing, 
Jesus  Christ  is  risen  to-day  !  " 

THE  CHAINED  EAGLE. 

OUBLIME,  majestical  and  grand. 
Yet  captive  in  an  alien  land  ! 

The  tameless  fire  within  thine  eye 
That  scans  the  wide  expanse  of  sky. 

Unflinching  sees  the  hot  sun  glare 
His  fiery  beams  athwart  the  air. 

Poor  captured  eagle  !  thou  so  great 
Art  doomed  to  an  ignoble  fate. 
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The  king  of  birds  bereft  of  flight 
And  freedom  of  the  air  and  light  ! 

What  though  the  garden's  rich  perfume 
Lifts  all  the  landscape  out  of  gloom  ? 

Thou  mark'st  not  all  this  bright  array, 
The  peerless  roses,  flow'rets  gay. 

The  pansies  blowing  fair  and  free 
And  lilies,  what  are  they  to  thee  ? 

Within  thy  fierce  and  wild  dark  eye 
A  homesick  thought  doth  seem  to  lie, 

And  in  the  vision  of  thy  breast 
Imprinted  is  the  mountain  crest, 

Thine  eyrie  home,  all  grim  and  hoar. 
Where  the  loud  surges  evermore 

Beat  in  a  savage  tumult  o'er 

The  turbulent  waves  of  that  wild  shore. 

The  world-worn  rocks  thou  lov'dst,  still  lie 
Open  to  earth  and  air  and  sky. 

Once  bonnie  Scotland,  proud  and  free, 
Owned  thee  the  monarch  of  the  sea. 

And  still,  methinks,  upon  thine  ear 
The  waves'  loud  music  thou  canst  hear. 

The  whirling  foam  that  loved  to  break, 
And  o'er  thee  in  a  whirlwind  shake. 


POEMS.  89 

No  more,  poor  bird,  shall  such  delight 
Dazzle  thy  lofty  spirit's  flight. 

No  more  the  rapture  born  of  strife, 
The  grandeur  of  thine  early  life, 

Will  cry  around  thee,  for  thy  fate 
Is  to  be  servile  to  the  great ! 

And  nought  can  compensate  to  thee 
Since  thou  hast  lost  thy  liberty  ! 


MY  DOG  AND  I. 

VT'OU  laugh,  my  friends,    no  matter,   since   we 
care 

Not  for  the  smile  or  frown  of  any  man. 
On  us  your  words  fall  just  as  light  as  air. 

What  is't  to  us,  my  little  black  and  tan  ? 

Some  folks  grow  cold  and  turn  a  chilly  face 

And  keep  not  troth,  nor  heart  warmth  fair  and 
sweet. 

One  tires,  and  mournfully  we  learn  to  trace 

This  certain  change  when  meeting  in  the  street. 

Not  so  with  you,  my  truest  of  true  friends  ; 

No  change  you  show  of  feeling  any  w^ay. 
Always  the  same  kind  eye  upon  me  bends 

And  the  quick  footsteps  greet  me  night  and  day. 


go  POEMS. 

Some  folks  grow  strangely  still  and  will  not  speak, — 
Forgive  a  friend  who  loved  them  years  ago, — 

Not  though  a  blush  or  teardrop  stain  the  cheek, 
They  will  not  see,  nor  kind  forbearance  show. 

Not  so  with  you,  my  faithful  dog,  you  give 
A  kiss  for  blow  and  straightway  if  you  can 

Breathe  more  devotion  every  day  you  live, 
And  this  is  love,  my  little  black  and  tan. 

My  dog  and  I  have  trudged  these  many  years — 
Together  roamed  the  silent  streets  at  night, — 

And  sadly  mused  on  man,  the  world's  deep  tears, 
And  turned  from  them  to  other  scenes  more 
bright  ; 

And  in  the  forest  trod  the  sunny  aisles 

'Twixt  leaf  and  fretwork  of  the  stately  trees, 

That  'neath  blue  heavens  basked  in  radiant  smiles. 
O'er  many  lands  stemmed  in  by  surging  seas. 

Match  me  his  equal,  any  one  who  will ; 

His  courage,  temper,  gratitude  so  deep. 
His  soft  brown  eyes  that  look  upon  me  still 

And  love  me  always  if  I  smile  or  weep. 

Who  was  it  sat  beside  me  when  I  lay 

Weary  and  sick  upon  a  lonely  bed  ; 
And  scarcely  moved  but  watched  there  night  and 
day 

And  on  my  pillow  leaned  a  tireless  head  ? 
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And  when  downstairs  again  once  more  I  crept, 
Who  met  me  first  and  to  my  sofa  ran, 

And  licked  my  hand  as  there  I  laid  and  wept, 
But  you,  my  grateful  little  black  and  tan  ? 

Together  always,  never  mind  what  fate, 

True  comrades  !  you  may  match  me,  if  you  can, 

A  friend  like  this,  I  care  not  what  his  state, 
And  I  will  love  him  like  my  black  and  tan  ! 

Oh  !  little  creature,  dumb  four-footed  friend, 
I  think  you  shame  us,  we  who  are  so  wise, 

And  yet  so  weak  and  blindfold  to  the  end, 
As  frail  and  fickle  as  the  changeful  skies. 

You  shame  us,  for  revenge  you  do  not  know. 
But  love  one  always  though  we  beat  you  sore, 

And  speak  harsh  words,  perchance  with  kick  or 
blow, 
And  yet  for  each  you  seem  to  love  us  more. 

Therefore,  my  friends,  laugh  on  and  fling  your  jest  ; 

No  matter,  since  we  care  not  any  way  ; 
Lightly  your  words  fall,  and  you  know  the  rest. 

That  come  what  will,  "  a  dog  must  have  his  day  !  " 

WILLIE    BOY. 

A  ND  art  thou  fast  asleep,  my  child,  my  fairest 
and  my  first, 
Wrapped    in    the   arms    of  Morpheus,  by  unseen 
spirits  nurst  ? 
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Art  dreaming  now  of  unknown  things,  perchance  of 

angels  bright, 
That  watch  around    thy    httle    bed    in    the    long 

summer  night  ? 

Thy  little  hands  are  folded,  thy  head  sinks  on  my 

breast, 
And  thou  movest  not  a  muscle,  thou  art  so  sound 

at  rest  ; 

Yet  ever  and  anon  thine  eyes  look  up  with  rapture 

wild  ! 
As  if  thou  knewest,  darling,  thou  wert  my  first-born 

child  ! 

And  oh  !  how  I  have  thought  of  thee  and  longed  so 

for  thy  birth. 
Although  I  knew  how  frail  and  weak  were  all  things 

born  of  earth  ; 

And  God  has  heard  my  fervent  prayer,  has  sent  me 

so  much  bliss. 
Can  anything  like  mother's  joy,  come  up  to  joy 

like  this  ? 

In  the  long  winter  evenings  when  it  was  cold  and 

chill, 
When  ice  was  on  the  rivers  wide  and  snow  upon 

the  hill, 
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How  often  I  have  dreamt  of  thee,  e'en  fancied  I 

could  see 
Thy  Httle  form  come  bounding  in  and  smiUng  up 

to  me  ! 

Thy  father  too  loves  Willie  boy,  see  how  he  loves 

to  play 
And  pinch  thy  rosy  cheeks  and  smile,  and  every 

new-born  day 

Doth   kiss   thee  with  a   father's  pride,  with  all  a 

father's  love, 
A  thing  so  pure  and  safely  watched  by  the  good 

God  above. 

But  oh  !  when  thou  art  older  grown  and  lingereth 

by  my  side. 
How  I  shall  look  upon  thee  with  all  a  mother's 

pride. 

How  I  shall  lean  upon  thine  arm  and  bless  my 

noble  boy, 
Yet,  stay,  I'm  looking  forward  to  years  of  endless 

joy- 
But    I    must   leave   this    flow   of   verse   for   thou 

beginn'st  to  wake. 
And  the  sun  is  shining  brightly,  for  the  day  is  on 

the  break; 
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Yet  would  I  lay  thee  in  "  His  arms,"  my  spirit  fain 

would  tell 
How  it  hath  ever  found  that  "  He  hath  done  things 

right  and  well !  " 

CHANCE. 

A  CROSS  the  shining  fields  she  sped 
Adown  the  lane  so  shady, 
A  cuckoo  bonnet  on  her  head, 

In  truth  a  winsome  lady. 
"  The  sun  is  shining,  make  your  hay," 
We  heard  her  singing  all  the  way. 

It  was  a  day  so  calm  and  bright, 
The  hills  looked  warm  and  hazy. 

And  through  the  meadows  flecked  with  light 
Sprang  daisy  upon  daisy. 

And  buttercups  with  crowns  of  gold 

Stood  up  with  shining  faces  bold. 

Her  footsteps  hardly  brushed  the  grass. 

She  trod  so  light  and  airy, 
So  fleet  of  foot  this  bonnie  lass, 

This  frisky  little  fairy. 
"  The  sun  is  shining,  make  your  hay, 
Time  flies,"  we  heard  her  laughing  say. 

By  violet  bank  where  feathery  fern 

Hid  deep  in  mossy  hollow, 
Through  tangled  pathways  she  did  turn 

As  swift  as  any  swallow. 
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And  singing  ever,  she  did  say, 

"  The  sun  is  shining,  make  your  hay.' 

And  she  was  first  within  the  field. 

We  followed  quickly  after, 
I  saw  her  hold  the  rake  and  wield 

It  well  with  shouts  of  laughter. 
She  handled  it  with  buoyant  ease, 
Do  what  she  would  she  could  but  please. 

The  fairest  day  must  have  an  end 

And  love  receive  a  warning, 
A  lover  may  be  termed  a  friend 

In  spite  of  merry  scorning. 
Meanwhile  she  sang  a  festive  lay 
That  told  us  she  had  made  her  hay  ! 

And  then  it  chanced  that  when  the  sun 

Was  setting  broad  and  stately, 
I  hailed  a  smile,  a  heart  was  won, 

A  question  asked  sedately  ! 
Though  hands  were  buried  in  the  hay 
To  eyes  and  hearts  Love  found  his  way  ! 

I  led  her  to  the  quaint  old  stile. 
Beneath  the  beech  boughs  shady, 

I  won  from  her  a  coy  sweet  smile. 
The  heart  of  a  true  lady. 

None  ever  blamed  me  for  the  hay 

I  made  with  her  that  summer  day  ! 
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THE  TWINS. 
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I  EAR  little  lassie  mine, 
With  your  yellow  hair  a-shine, 
And  rosebud  mouth  as  sweet  as  buds  in  May, 
Here,  there,  I  know  not  where,  from  day  to  day, 
Dear  little  tireless  feet. 
With  their  patter  faint  and  sweet. 
How  can  we  help  but  love  you  any  way  ? 

Brave  little  laddie  fair, 
With  your  curly  locks  of  hair, 
Playing  the  mimic  man,  and  making  bold 
To  grasp  our  wealth  of  love,  our  heart's  rich  gold, 
Running  a  laughing  race 
With  old  Monarch's  stately  pace. 
Poor  Monarch  who  is  lazy  and  grows  old  ! 

Lassie  and  laddie  stand 

On  the  threshold  of  a  land 
Where  childhood  parts  and  shows  a  rift  between 
Of  light  and  shade  across  the  tender  green, 

For  womanhood  has  trod 

The  furrows  that  lead  up  to  God, 
On  to  the  distant  heights  of  love  serene. 

I  would  the  twins  might  be 
Kept  children  for  you  and  me, 
Unsoiled  and  beautiful  in  heart  and  mind. 
Clearer  than  sunshine  on  the  summer  wind, 


POEMS.  97 

My  lassie  pure  and  fair, 
My  lad  with  his  tangled  hair, 
Here  as  they  stand  most  lovingly  entwined  ! 


REBEKAH   AT   THE   WELL. 

"  Behold,  Rebekah  came  forth  with  her  pitcher  on  her 
shoulder  ;  and  she  went  down  unto  the  well  to  draw  water. 

Genesis  xxiv.  45. 

T3EF0RE  the  well  she  stood, 

A  vision  slim  and  fair. 
In  the  first  flush  of  womanhood. 

With  long  dark  flowing  hair. 
With  grateful  shade,  in  calm  repose 
The  spreading  palms  above  her  rose  ! 

The  pitcher  poised  aloft 

On  shoulder  bare  reclined. 
Round  which  the  wandering  tresses  soft 

In  rich  luxuriance  twined. 
The  light  of  evening  drooped  and  fell 
Round  a  tired  traveller  by  the  well. 

The  sunset's  golden  hue 

Around  her  seemed  to  dwell. 

As  the  full  pitcher  forth  she  drew 
From  out  the  brimming  well, 

The  water  bubbled  to  the  brink 

As  the  tired  servant  stooped  to  drink. 
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The  thirsty  camels  near 
Laid  resting,  but  she  gave 

Them  from  her  pitcher  fresh  and  clear 
The  pure  and  cooling  wave. 

And  swiftly  on  the  needs  of  man 

And  weary  beasts,  her  footsteps  ran. 

This  beauteous  picture  gleams 
In  splendour  to  mine  eyes. 

Sweet  with  all  oriental  dreams 
And  glowing  Eastern  skies. 

The  comely  damsel  slim  and  fair 

With  pitcher  poised  on  shoulder  bare  ! 


A  REVERIE. 

"  The  soul  has  her  sunny  days,  and  her  starless  nights,  her 
winter  frost  and  her  summer  glow,  her  laughter  and  her 
tears,  and  in  her  intercourse  with  God,  spiritual  suffering 
has  her  mission  to  turn  her  out  of  error  and  lead  her  into 
truth." — Baring  Gould. 

"T^IS  Sunday  evening  in  full  summer  time — 

The  month    of  roses    when    they    brightly 
bloom, 
And  other  flowers  are  in  their  gladdest  prime, 

Lifting  the  earth  awhile  from  winter's  gloom, 
And    happy    murmurs    borne    aloft    from    insects' 

wings 
A  sense  of  life  and  rapture  to  the  spirit  brings. 
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Here  in  the  garden,  sheltered  from  the  sun, 
The  green  leaves  making  melody  so  sweet, 
I  sit  and  watch  the  roses  one  by  one 

And  hear  far  off  the  rippling  waves  of  wheat 
Fall   peacefully   across  the  lengthened  landscape 

o'er. 
Until  all  sound  is  lost,  and  silence  reigns  once 
more. 

And  very  beautiful  the  whole  world  seems, 
No  cloud  across  the  azured  vaults  of  sky. 
So  that  my  fancies  float  on  golden  dreams 

And  bygone  thoughts  awake  and  wander  by. 
Dear  friends  and  faces  from  the  distance  come  and 

grasp 
My  languid  hands  in  theirs,  and   tender  is  their 
clasp. 

I  lean  my  head  upon  my  hand  and  gaze 
Back  to  the  past,  back  to  the  long  ago. 

Yet  doth  my  full  heart  mutely  whisper  praise, 
Although  these  tuneful  bells  I  scarcely  know. 

Which  now  I  hear,  all  strange,  their  echo  sinks  and 
swells. 

For  they  are  not  mine  own,  my  dear  familiar  bells  ! 

And  yet  my  present  home  is  fresh  and  sweet. 
The  melody  of  birds  dwells  ever  round 

The  ancient  garden  where  the  shadows  meet 
And  mingle  darkly  o'er  the  wind-swept  ground. 

F    2 
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But  oh  !  this  wayward  heart  a  dearer  place  holds 

still, 
A  little  sheltered  spot  beside  a  town  lit  hill. 

For  there  my  life's  fair  book  lay  opened  wide 
And  not  a  page  was  sadly  folded  down, 

But  now  I  think,  within  the  whole  world  wide, 
There's  not  a  record  half  so  seared  and  brown. 

One  guesses  vaguely  at  the  inmost  sin  and  strife. 

The  good  God  only  knows  the  whole  of  human 
life. 

And  as  I  muse  this  lovely  summer  day 

And  mark  the  glad  bells  from  the  distance  steal, 
My  thoughts  like  birds  fly  far  and  far  away. 
As  on  the  wind  that  sweet  melodious  peal 
Bursts  louder,  oh  !  they  bring  unto  my  mind  once 

more 
The  old  church  that  I  loved  and  worshipped  in  of 
yore. 

So  softly  comes  the  music  of  the  lark. 

The  tender  strains  of  nightingale  at  eve, 
Just  now  my  soul  is  silent  with  the  dark 

Of  vain  regret,  and  she  doth  inly  grieve 
And  make  her  moan, — who  doth  the  veil  of  sorrow 

take. 
And  wear  awhile  in  tears,  must  sorrow  for  love's 
sake. 
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Perpetual  summer  to  earth's  children  bring, 

Dear  God,  who  knows  too  well  poor  human  woe, 
The  world's  frail  wealth  of  love  that  bears  a  wing 

All  swift  as  brittle  for  weak  souls  below. 
We  look  to  Thee,  oh  Christ !  and  fain  our  homesick 

eyes 
Would  close  to  wake,  beneath  the  palms  of  Para- 
dise ! 

MY   LITTLE   NAMESAKE. 

"  Sweet  childish  days  that  were  as  long 

As  twenty  days  are  now." — WoRDSWORTH. 

T    ITTLE  Alice  in  the  garden 

Shouts  and  plays  the  live-long  day 
And  you  cannot  put  a  word  in, 
"  Little  puss"  is  all  you  say. 
Li  and  out  the  garden  closes, 
A  wild  rose  amid  the  roses  ! 

She  will  lean  on  tiptoe  beaming, 
Her  blue  eyes  so  full  and  bright 

In  your  own,  whose  mystic  dreaming 
Is  not  meet  to  cloud  her  sight. 

Darling,  ne'er  may  sin  nor  sorrow 

Greet  you  in  the  dim  to-morrow. 

Little  Alice,  with  your  golden 
Hair  a-blowing  in  the  breeze, 

In  a  rippled  sunshine  folden, 
Happy  as  the  honey  bees. 
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No  sad  thought  of  the  hereafter 
Breaks  upon  your  childish  laughter. 

You  come  up,  my  dearie,  flying 
Here  and  there,  like  bird  on  wing, 

Where  I  sit  in  dreamland  sighing, 
Yet  I  love  to  hear  you  sing. 

Love  to  see  you  almost  daily 

Playing  in  the  garden  gaily  ! 

Run  away,  old  Pilot  wants  you, 
Claims  you  for  another  race. 

Nothing,  sweet,  I  know,  will  daunt  you, 
As  you  stroke  his  faithful  face. 

I  can  see  you  in  your  bonnet 

With  the  primrose  ball  upon  it. 

And  I  note  your  sly  embraces 
On  the  collie  by  your  side, 

Looking  up  with  feline  graces 

Guarding  you  with  so  much  pride. 

Oh  !  my  dimpled  laughing  treasure, 

You  are  dear  beyond  all  measure. 

Only  child  of  such  a  mother, 
Dearest  friend  of  early  days, 

Ne'er  a  sister,  ne'er  a  brother 
Comes  to  see  your  pretty  ways  ! 

In  the  land  of  palms  and  beauty 

Serving  on  a  round  of  duty, 
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Your  good  father  lives  ;  the  ocean, 

Silvered  with  a  myriad  lights, 
Rising  in  sublime  emotion 

Thunders  o'er  the  rocky  heights. 
You,  his  only  little  daughter 
Sailed  long  since  across  that  water. 

And  we  heard  those  waves  of  rapture 
Sing  on  an  unconscious  chime, 

Yet  I  long  had  failed  to  capture 
All  the  meaning  of  their  rhyme, 

Of  those  voices,  deep,  sonorous, 

Swelling  in  tumultuous  chorus  ! 

Little  Alice  knows  their  meaning, 
Children  see  with  clearer  eyes, 

For  bright  spirits  downward  beaming 
Teach  them  many  mysteries. 

They  catch  first  heaven's  intonation 

By  their  humbleness  of  station. 

Now  with  me  in  English  fashion 

You  are  rooted  firm  and  fast, 
And  I  love  you  with  a  passion 

That  will  through  a  lifetime  last. 
You  are  sipping  from  love's  chalice. 
And  the  angels  call  you  Alice. 

Little  footsteps  'neath  the  casement 
Of  my  study  framed  in  green, 
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Muffled  deep  from  top  to  basement 

With  the  ivy's  dazzUng  sheen. 
I  can  hear  your  small  voice  flutter 
Close  beside  the  folded  shutter. 

Oh  !  you  airy,  tiny  vision, 

Keep  your  childhood,  do  not  start 

Out  of  fairy  fields  Elysian, 

To  reach  up  to  woman's  heart. 

Cupid  ne'er  should  sport  caresses, 

Net  your  soul  to  his  gold  tresses  ! 

May  the  future  bring  you  gladness, 
Give  you,  sweet  one,  all  that's  best, 

Never  lay  you  low  in  sadness. 
Never  sorrow  dark  your  breast. 

Fitly  as  the  April  flowers 

May  you  bloom  'mid  sun  and  showers  ! 

Oh  !  my  childhood  comes  and  blesses 

Once  again  as  here  I  sit, 
And  I  feel  the  old  caresses 

Round  about  my  forehead  flit. 
Time  hath  lain  his  finger  hoary 
On  that  wealth  of  untold  glory  ! 

But  I'm  dreaming  !  let  me  waken 
To  the  present  once  again. 

See  !  the  aspen  leaves  are  shaken 
With  the  prophecy  of  rain  ! 
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Good  night,  Alice  !  sleep  has  crowned  you 
Early,  with  God's  sunshine  round  you  ! 

DOROTHY 

(Which  means  the  Gift  of  God). 

T    HAVE   a   child — a   little  child    with  eyes   of 

pensive  blue, 
Clear  as  the  skies  above  her  spread,  outrivalling 

their  hue, 
With  golden  ringlets  all  ashine  adown  her  shoul- 
ders fair, 
Floating  with  every  movement  like  sunlight  on  the 

air. 
Though  she  be  blind  and  cannot  see,  far  dearer 

unto  me 
Than  all  my  other  children,  is  my  little  Dorothy  ! 

You'd  hardly  think  that  she  was  blind  \  her  voice 
is  very  sweet, 

And  ever  ready  willing  are  those  patient,  tireless 
feet, 

To  execute  Love's  errands,  to  comfort  and  to  bless 

All  those  who  chance  to  meet  her  by  her  pure  love- 
liness ! 

Deep  in  my  heart  she  nestles  down,  nought  in  the 
world  to  me 

Is  half  so  dear  and  cherished  as  my  precious 
Dorothy  ! 
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When  first  they  told  me  she  was  blind,  my  tears 

like  summer  rain 
Fell  on  her  calm  unconscious  face  in  agony  of  pain, 
For  then  I  thought  of  after  years,  and  all  that  she 

might  miss, 
But  now  my  heart  hath  recognised  the  mercy  e'en 

in  this  ! 
So  wherefore  should  I  grieve  for  her,  for  that  which 

ne'er  can  be, 
And   God  is  good.   He  knows  the  best  for  little 

Dorothy. 

She  is  the  gentle  sunbeam  and  the  angel  unawares, 

That  came  to  crown  our  household  in  answer  to 
our  prayers. 

What  though  the  beauteous  sky  above,  the  tender 
grass  below. 

The  waving  springtide's  blossoms,  the  winter 
rime  and  snow. 

And  other  glorious  sights  on  earth,  my  darling  can- 
not see  ? 

I  do  not  grieve  as  once  I  did  for  sake  of  Dorothy  ! 

For  clearer  vision  cometh  afar  in  fields  of  light, 
The  Lord  of  all  will  crown  her  with  an  everlasting 

sight, 
E'en  now  they  tell  me  shineth  that  angel  face  of 

hers. 
Fair  as  the  moon's   soft  lustre,  bright  as  celestial 

stars  ; 
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Perchance  it  does,  I  cannot  tell,  I  only  know  to  me 
For  ever  and  for  ever  she  is  my  Dorothy ! 


THE  STREET  SINGER. 

TAAY  was  dying  in  the  city, 

And  the  stars  were  shining  bright 
Far  across  the  dappled  heavens 
Into  shades  of  deepest  night. 

Down  a  crowded  street,  where  houses, 
Blacken'd  by  the  smoke  of  years, 

Stood  in  sombre  shadows,  bearing 
Semblance  to  life's  grief  and  tears, 

Sang  a  maid  in  tatter'd  garments, 
With  a  voice  so  sweet  and  low  ; 

Half  in  sadness,  half  in  gladness. 
Came  those  echoes  faint  and  slow. 

As  the  stately  swan  when  dying 
Breathes  a  long,  a  wild  refrain, 

So  this  maiden  sang  in  gushes. 
Taking  captive  heart  and  brain. 

"  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  upon  the  breezes 
Floated  on  the  wings  of  night ; 

Up  above  the  skies  it  mounted 
Far  beyond  the  azure  height. 
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When  the  morn  with  rosy  fingers 
Broke  upon  the  earth  and  sea, 

Gilding  in  his  orient  splendour 
All  things  in  his  majesty. 

On  a  doorstep  long  he  linger'd, 
Where  two  wistful  eyes  and  face 

Met  his  gaze  and  made  him  wonder, 
Seeing  sleep  in  death's  embrace  ! 

There  she  lay,  the  beggar  maiden, 
Never  more  to  charm  the  day  : 

With  that  voice  of  hers  so  tender 
She  had  sung  her  soul  away. 

AN  AUTUMN  SUNSET. 

"O  ENEATH  the  glowing  western  sky, 

Drop  down,  O  Autumn  sun,  and  glo' 
^^' ith  fervent  light  on  all  below, 
That  half  in  sombre  shadows  lie. 

Tinge  with  thy  rosy  kiss  the  wave 
That  ripples  o'er  the  dusky  bay, 
Foaming  with  crystals  far  away, 

Where  breakers  roar  and  billows  rave. 

To  see  the  ocean  now^  were  sweet, 
To  feel  the  breezes  lightly  rest 
On  tired  brain  and  weary  breast, 

And  waters  murmuring  round  one's  feet 
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Would  thrill  this  pulse  and  fire  this  eye 
With  wild  delight,  and  bid  me  rise 
Above  myself  to  brighter  skies, 

Whose  glories  do  not  fade  or  die. 

Just  one  last  gleam  o'er  flovv'r  and  tree 
Tells  that  the  night  is  nigh  at  hand, 
With  her  still  beauty,  soft,  yet  grand, 

Enfolding  earth  and  sky  and  sea. 

So  gently  pass  away,  fair  day. 

In  blood-red  grandeur  to  thy  rest, 
Like  some  old  warrior's  waving  crest, 

Gleaming  in  splendour  far  away. 

BESSIE'S  WEDDING. 

(May  9TH,  1885.) 

T3  RIGHTLY  dawned  the  sweet  May  morn- 
ing 

Brightlier  sun  did  never  rise, 
From  a  bank  of  crimson  cushions 

Spread  far  out  on  azure  skies. 

Flowers  were  bursting  into  blossom, 

Very  sweet  they  smelt  in  truth. 
And  the  young  leaves  danced  and  trembled 

In  the  magic  of  their  youth. 
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Dearest  !  meet  it  were  that  beauty, 
Fresh  and  beautiful  and  new, 

Should  the  whole  world  paint  in  gladness 
And  reflect  its  light  on  you. 

In  the  old  town  church  so  early 

Loved  and  lover  duly  came, 
And  my  little  lassie  left  it 

Changed  only  in  her  name  ! 

O,  the  brightness,  peace  and  glory 
That  through  painted  windows  high, 

Streamed  upon  them  at  the  altar 
From  the  golden  morning  sky. 

Long  you  stood,  our  heart's  best  darling, 
Calm  and  gentle,  pure  and  sweet, 

With  the  lofty  aisles  above  you, 
And  the  dead  beneath  your  feet. 

And  I  wondered  as  I  saw  you, 

If  you  ever  could  forget 
All  the  old  days  left  behind  you. 

Would  the  future  bring  regret  ? 

Would  your  girlhood  from  the  shadows 
Through  your  mind's  eye  pass,  and  leave 

Just  a  little  of  remembrance 

Faint  and  sweet  to  make  you  grieve  ? 
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But  the  future  poised  in  gladness 
Stood  you  fair  and  bade  you  bring, 

A  rich  handful  of  heart  posies 
Mirrored  in  your  wedding  ring. 

Such  a  bride  a  man  loves  singly 

(Or,  should  love)  with  nought  between, 

In  his  inmost  soul  an  angel, 

In  his  heart  of  hearts,  as  queen  ! ! 

O  the  bells  that  broke  serenely 

Over  land  and  sky  and  sea. 
Filling  heaven  and  earth  with  rapture 

In  their  burst  of  melody  ! 

Not  a  tear  was  shed  to  grieve  you. 

Wreathed  in  smiles  and  hope  each  face, 

It  was  not  the  time  for  sorrow 
In  that  holy  resting  place. 

So  we  parted  from  our  darling 

While  the  sun  shone  overhead, 
"  Joy  and  peace  attend  your  footsteps, 

Health  and  happiness,"  we  said. 

FATHER    DAMIEN. 

"  I  was  sick  and  ye  visited  me." 

ERO  and  saint ! 


H 


I  know  no  nobler  titles  upon  earth 
Good  Father  Damien,  than  these  of  thine. 
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The    whole  world   gives  thee   for  thine  own   true 
worth, 
Thy  sacrifice  of  self  at  suffering's  shrine. 
Half  human,  more  divine  thy  name  shall  stand, 
Woven  in  gold  to  stretch  from  land  to  land. 

Hero  and  saint  ! 
Moving  in  solemn  grandeur  through  the  isle 

Of  deathly  sickness  crowned  by  lulling  seas, 
A  sky  that  wears  a  sweet  alluring  smile 

Caught  from  the  shores  of  some  Hesperides. 
For  nature  in  her  fairest  garb  of  light 
Decks  the  bright  land  that   groans  beneath   the 
blight. 

Hero  and  saint ! 
In  that  thou  ministered  and  gave  thy  best 

To  each  poor  leper  that  had  need  of  thee. 
Who  loved  thee  for  the  word  that  spoke  of  rest 

Beyond  the  margin  of  time's  surging  sea. 
Gladly  thy  life  was  given  as  His  of  old, 
Gladly  laid  down,  the  shepherd  for  his  fold. 

Hero  and  saint  ! 
Thy  spirit,  like  Elijah's  mantle,  falls 

On  others  following  in  thy  steps  below. 
And  'cross  far  shores  thy  voice  persuasive  calls 

For  other  helpers  that  the  seed  may  grow, 
Which  thou  first  scattered  lavishly  and  free 
In  the  loved  cause  that  found  its  head  in  thee. 
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Hero  and  saint ! 
The  world  is  better  having  known  thy  name, 

Apd  nobler  for  thy  pure  unselfish  deeds, 
For  with  no  pomp  the  hero  leper  came. 

But  humbly  ministering  to  others'  needs. 
Those  patient  feet  on  mercy  ever  bent. 
That  Christlike  soul  a  living  sacrament  ! 

Hero  and  saint ! 
Wooing  no  trumpet  blast  as  one  who  fights 

And  shouts  for  triumph  in  a  victory  great, 
But  silently  in  midst  of  loathsome  sights 

Took  up  the  cross,  nor  shuddered  at  its  weight. 
Although  death  menaced  with  a  leprous  doom 
That  chosen  pathway  leading  to  the  tomb. 

Hero  and  saint ! 
Whate'er  thy  creed  'tis  not  for  us  to  say, 

The  right  or  false,  the  wrong  or  better  part. 
Nought  can  obliterate  the  glorious  ray 

Of  a  good  life  and  deep  religious  heart. 
Both  consecrate  unto  the  highest  good 
Of  human  suffering,  human  brotherhood. 

Hero  and  saint ! 
God  rest  thy  soul  !  the  spot  which  holds  thy  grave 

Is  sacred  to  all  nations, — far  and  wide  : 
Thy  works  shall  follow  thee  beyond  the  wave ; 
For  nobly,  father,  hast  thou  lived  and  died. 
No  brighter  crown  in  heaven,  methinks,  will  shine, 
Nor  sweeter  harp  be  heard  than  that  ot  thine  ! 

I 
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THE    DEATH    OF    PAGANINI. 
(suggested  by  a  picture.) 

A    NIGHT  in  May 
■^  In  Italy — a  casement  opened  wide 
Unto  the  breezes,  where  the  moonbeams  ghde, 
And  fall  with  gentlest  footsteps  on  the  brow 
Of  Paganini,  voiceless,  silent  now. 
For  he  is  dead  !  his  wondrous  life  is  o'er, 
His  beauteous  strains  reverberate  no  more. 

The  violin, 
From  which  he  drew  such  magic  tones,  is  still. 
The  hand  that  swept  it  with  such  plastic  skill 
Lies  nerveless,  powerless  to  lift  the  bow, 
That  slips  from  out  the  grasp  that  loved  it  so. 
Great  genius  of  the  Violin  !  no  more 
Shall  we  thy  strains  recall— thy  life  is  o'er  ! 

The  pale  face  lies 
Serene  and  rapt,  the  sad  dark  eyes  are  closed 
In  tranquil  sleep,  as  if  their  sight  reposed 
On  something  that  is  heavenly — far  away 
From  earth's  dark  night  and  short,  imperfect  day. 
The  long  dark  hair  sweeps  down  as  if  to  fold 
These  sunken  limbs  away  from  deathly  cold. 

O  soul  of  fire 
That  burnt  within  thee  !  as  the  starry  skies 
Look  down  in  peace,  thy  genius  yet  shall  rise 
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In  grand,  unearthly  cadence,  in  that  land 
Where  only  God  and  angels  understand. 
Wheje  only  God,  thy  Judge,  with  mercy  blent, 
Knows  how  to  tune  His  Hving  instrument. 

Then  take  thy  rest, 
O  weary  spirit — wearied  with  the  strife 
And  disappointment  in  the  march  of  life 
Thine  earthly  burdens  death  hath  smoothed  away 
The  angel  of  the  Resurrection  Day 
Points  to  seraphic  choirs,  whose  pure  notes  ring 
Sweet  as  thine  own, — but  freed  from  suffering  ! 

"SHE  IS  NOT  DEAD,  BUT  SLEEPETH." 

n^O  die  in  sleep  !  Sad  sound  the  words  or  sweet 
On  sorrowing  hearts^  sore  bowed  in  grief  to- 
day; 
A  journey  ended,  and  two  weary  feet 

At  rest,  passed  peacefully  from  earth  away. 
Methinks  it  were  a  blessed  lot  and  fair. 
Thus  to  depart  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  care. 

To  die  in  sleep  !  The  pain  of  parting  spared. 
The  tearful  eyes  to  miss,  the  last  good-bye 

Unuttered  to  the  dear  ones  who  have  shared 
Each  wandering  thought,  and  quivered  at  eacli 
sigh. 

And  thus  to  die  !  what  grief  can  be  in  this, 

If  sealed  lips  have  felt  the  Master's  kiss  ? 

T     2 


1 1 5  POEMS. 

Like  her,  I  fain  would  pass  away  in  sleep, 
As  gently  as  the  summer  flowers  at  eve  ; 

And  friends,  I  would  not  any  one  should  weep 
O'er  such  an  end,  look  down,  and  vainly  grieve. 

I  would  that  all  of  you  should  smile,  and  say, 

"  Dear  heart,  she  lives  and  moves  in  heaven   to- 
day !  " 

And  if  you  came  my  quiet  grave  to  see, 

You'd  hear  my  voice  where  soft  the  tender  grass 

Bends  low,  and  trembles,  oh  !  so  wistfully. 
As  if  to  kiss  your  footsteps  as  they  pass. 

You'd  see  my  hair,  all  glittering  like  gold, 

Peep  from  the  king-cups  up  above  the  mould. 

You'd  meet  my  eyes,  far  bluer  than  of  yore. 
In  the  forget-me-nots  that  love  to  creep, 

A  happy  light  within  them  evermore, 

So  pure  and  glad,  that  you'd  forget  to  weep, 

But  rather  catch  the  rapture  of  a  face 

Celestial  in  its  new-born  looks  of  grace  ! 

The  smiling  sky  would  sweetly  smile  on  me. 
And  whispers  from  God's  paradise  would  fall 

Like  ripples  from  the  waves  far  out  at  sea, 
Unearthly  sounds,  most  fair  and  musical. 

My  dazzling  robes  as  dazzling  snow  would  shine. 

Washed    clean    and    white    in    the    Great    Fount 
divine  ! 
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I  think  that  I  should  hear  you  as  of  old, 

Should  feel  the  pressure  of  your  heart  a-near, 

So  that  my  spirit's  wings  would  droop  and  fold 
About  you  close,  to  shield  you  frbm  all  fear  ; 

The  while  you  said,  "  My  dearest,  it  was  best ; 

God  willed  it  so,  what  matters  all  the  rest?  " 

To  die  in  sleep  !  Sweet  comes  the  thought  to  me, 
To  close  the  tired  eyes  on  earthly  strife, 

And  to  awaken  to  eternity. 

Unto  the  joys  of  everlasting  life. 

Oh  !  do  not  say  that  she  you  loved  is  dead, 

But  that  she  sleepeth,  and  is  comforted  ! 

"  NOT  DEAD,  BUT  LIVING  UNTO  THEE." 

(in  loving  memory  of  e.  p.) 

"  All  souls  are  Thine,  we  must  not  say 
That  they  are  dead  who  pass  away." 

Rev.  John  Ellerton. 

r~\  H  !  closed  eyes  that  ne'er  again  will  weep, 
^^^   Nor  open  on  a  world  of  tearful  strife, 
But  beautiful  and  calm  in  their  last  sleep 

Will  wake  beyond  unto  a  better  life. 
Dear  eyes,  that  ever  held  on  earth  for  me 
A  welcome  like  God's  sunlight  o'er  the  sea. 

Oh  !  helpful  hands  across  a  quiet  breast. 
Their  loving  work  for  others  nobly  done, 
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Now  folded  softly  to  a  perfect  rest, 

Secure  from  change,  their  guerdon  bravely 
won. 
Dear  hands,  that  oft  in  benediction  lay 
On  stricken  heads,  now  caught  by  love  away  ! 

Oh  !  peaceful  feet,  that  walked  so  firm  and  fast 
In  thorny  paths  and  gloried  in  the  strife, 

For  them  the  battle  of  long  years  is  past, 

They  thread  no  more  the  troubled  maze  of  life. 

Dear  feet,  that  wrought  for  others  what  they  could, 

Nor  wearied  in  the  bliss  of  doing  good. 

Oh  !    sunny  heart,  that  gave  kind  thoughts  to  all 
And  breathed  a  beauty  wonderful  and  fair, 

Wherever  sadness  with  her  funeral  pall 
Cast  a  dire  shadow  darkening  all  the  air. 

Dear  loving  heart,  that  took  unto  its  throne 

Our  human  griefs,  forgetting  all  her  own. 

Oh  !  happy  voice,  no  more  below  we  hear 
Its  rippling  cadence  and  its  waves  of  mirth, 

None  know  our  sense  of  loss,  nor  see  the  tear 
That  trembling  falls  unheeded  to  the  earth. 

Dear  voice,  that  ever  cheered  me  and  caressed. 

And  blessing  others  was  by  others  blessed. 

Oh  !  mind  serene,  on  which  the  dews  of  age 
Fell  like  the  light  from  some  unsetting  sun, 

Turning  to  warm,  soft  glow  the  written  page 
Of  wide  contentment  by  self-victory  won. 
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Sweet  garnered  mind  that  blossomed  like  the  rose 
'Neath  sun  and  shower,  itself  its  best  repose. 

Poor  souls  that  grieve  and  grieve,  and  eyes  that 
weep 
For  such  a  loss,  look  up  beyond  the  sod, 
To  her,  "  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep," 

The  pilgrim  feet  have  reached  their  home  and 
God. 
For  her  the  crown  of  joy  and  robes  of  white  ! 
The  beatific  vision  and  the  light ! 

"OF   SUCH    IS    THE    KINGDOM    OF 
HEAVEN." 

A     LITTLE  grave,  within  "  God's  acre  "  sleeping, 
Sheltered  amid  dark  trees  of  waving  yew, 
Left  in  the  hands  of  God's  most  holy  keeping, 
Smiled  on  by  Heaven's  eternal  sky  of  blue. 

A  little  grave  !  a  child's  grave,  where  in  sorrow, 
We  laid  her  down  amid  our  tears  and  pain. 

And  now  we  wait  in  patience  for  that  morrow 
When  we  shall  clasp  our  loved  and  lost  again. 

A  little  grave  !  beneath,  our  little  daughter 
Is  dreaming  sweetly  of  angelic  bliss. 

So  fast  she  slumbers  that  we  ne'er  would  wake  her, 
Or  wish  her  back  again  in  world  like  this. 
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No  more  within  our  threshold  shall  we  see  her ; 

Only  the  whisper  of  her  spirit  falls 
Softly  within  our  hearts  where  fast  we  hold  her 

Invisibly  she  dwells  beneath  our  walls. 

There  is  her  empty  chair,  where  'side  her  mother 
She  used  to  sit ;  and  upstairs  is  the  bed 

Now  slept  in  by  a  sister  or  a  brother, 

The  self-same  pillow  where  once  laid  her  head. 

A  thousand  sights  recall  her,  and  we  listen 
Half  hoping,  fearing,  knowing  'tis  in  vain  ; 

Bright  unshed  tears  within  our  eyelids  glisten, 
For  never  more  we'll  hear  her  voice  again. 

Our  gaze  upon  the  wall  doth  often  wander, 
For  there  her  portrait  meets  our  longing  eyes, 

And  day  by  day  our  hearts  for  her  grow  fonder — 
She  still  is  ours,  though  fled  beyond  the  skies. 

Unspeakable  our  loss,  untold  our  yearning  ; 

Affection's  chain  is  riven  deep  and  wide, 
For  severed  links  our  hearts  within  are  burning 

For  vanished  faces  round  the  dear  home  side. 

Poor  human  hearts  !  for  ever,  ever  clinging. 

Though   Death  stands  by  with  visage  pale  and 
grim, 

O'er  all  our  lives  a  sombre  shadow  flinging, 
His  iron  grasp  outstretched  on  every  liml). 
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We  make  an  idol,  then  the  word  is  spoken 
Out  of  the  hps  of  the  great  God  and  just ; 

If  nl)ught   we   heed,    our   hearts   must    needs  be 
broken, 
Till  they  be  humbled  to  the  very  dust. 

Sometimes  at  even  we  can  catch  the  gleaming. 
And  hear  the  rustle  of  angelic  wings  ; 

It  cannot  be  that  we  are  only  dreaming — 

That  sweet,  sweet  voice  is  surely  hers  that  sings ! 

Across  our  lives  she  comes  oft  in  a  vision, 

And  oh  !  the  wondrous  peace,  the  untold  rest, 

To  know  that  she  is  in  the  fields  Elysian, 
For  ever  loving,  and  for  ever  blest. 

We  cannot  murmur,  for  she  did  but  leave  us. 
To  draw  our  steps  as  with  a  beacon  light 

To  Heaven's  gate,  where  God  grant  she  may  meet 
us — 
Our  angel  child  in  dazzling  robes  of  white. 

A  little  grave,  where,  on  the  breezes  blowing. 
Are  sound  of  bells  that  in  the  distance  ring. 

And  meek-eyed  daisies  round  its  base  are  growing, 
And  withered  flowers  of  love  still  o'er  it  cling. 

A  calm  bright  spot,  for  there  the  waving  grasses 
Seem  ever  whisp'ring  of  our  darling's  life. 

And  to  the  mourner  onward  as  he  passes 
Doth  banish  far  away  earth's  care  and  strife. 
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Sleep,  calmly  sleep,  our  own  dear  little  daughter ; 

It  seems  but  yesterday  beneath  the  sod, 
In  all  humility  and  love,  we  brought  her, 

To  give  her  back  with  many  tears  to  God. 

Rest  thee,  awhile  ;  around  thee  hearts  are  weeping, 
And  souls  grow  weary,  for  the  way  seems  long, 

Ere  they  too  rest  in  God's  most  holy  keeping. 
And  sing  above  His  angels'  deathless  song. 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep,"  and  slowly 
Over  the  tired  eyes  and  stricken  breast. 

Like  summer  dew.  His  peace  falls  pure  and  holy, 
And  lulls  them  gently  to  their  long,  last  rest. 

A  little  grave  !     O  spirits,  bright  and  glorious, 
Bear  up  to  Heaven  these  little  ones  of  ours ; 

Bear  them  to  Christ,  triumphant  and  victorious. 
To  bloom  in  Paradise  'mid  fadeless  flowers. 

DE    PROFUNDIS. 

T    ORD  !  if  it  be  Thy  will  that  she  must  die, 

She  whom  to  me  is  as  the  radiant  sun, 
The  one  pure  spot  of  azure  in  my  sky. 

Help  me  to  say,  "Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 

Teach  me  to  bless  the  hand  that  holds  the  rod. 
To  bow  my  head  as  meekly  as  I  may, 

Help  me  to  see  the  right  is  Thine,  O  God, 
To  give  or  keep,  to  grant  or  take  away. 
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Affection's  cup  is  to  the  utmost  rim 

O'erfull  with  tears,  that  ever  fall  and  start 

From  grief  that  sobs  a  sacrificial  hymn 
Writ  from  the  life-blood  of  a  human  heart. 

But  He  who  drank  it  'neath  the  shadowing  cross, 

In  that  still  garden  of  Gethsemane, 
Will  help  me  bear  the  weight  of  coming  loss 

In  this  mine  hour  of  speechless  agony. 

Lord  !  if  it  be  Thy  will  that  she  must  die, 
Ne'er  would  I  murmur,  for  the  love  of 'One 

Who  suffered  more  than  mortal  agony. 

Yet  meekly  prayed,  "  Thy  will,  not  mine  be  done." 

VALE,  VALE. 

r^  O  forth,  my  little  book,  launched  to  the  world 

^-^  at  last, 

A  tiny  bark  and  frail  upon  life's  ocean  cast, 

Borne  here  and  there,  maybe,  within  man's  chang- 
ing mind 

Like  stormy  waves  sea-tossed  before  the  mighty 
wind. 

Perchance  to  land  at  last  within  a  pleasant  realm 

Of  sunny  skies  serene,  with  fancy  at  the  helm  ! 

In  the  great  tides  of  thought  that  swell  within  the 

breast 
May  some  few  words  of  mine  speak  hopefully   of 

rest, 
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Each  tender  light  and  shade — and  visionary  gleams 
I  bring  from  magic  isles,  the  fairy-land  of  dreams  ! 
Think  kindly  of  my  freight — it  may  be  great  or 

small,  — 
Whate'er  it  be,  dear  friends,  I  give  my  best,  my  all. 

Farewell,  farewell,  dear  hearts,  I   would  that  when 

you  look 
For  a  little  space  in  the  pages  of  my  book, 
You  would  forget  its  faults,  and  only  strive  to  take 
All  that  is  worthiest  there,  for  love  and  friendship's 

sake. 
They  are  but  swallow  flights,  that  with  the  summer, 

wing 
Their  way  to  happier  shores  where  dwells  eternal 

spring  ! 
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